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UBBUL  ABULBUL  miR 


Tune:  'Abdul  Abulbul 

Eair ' .  j 

0  the  hares®  of  Egypt  are  fair  to  behold, 

And  the  maidens  are  fairer  than  fair  - 
And.  the  fairest  a  Greek,  who  was  owned  by  a  sheil^ 
One  Abdul  Abulbul  Emir.  •  :  * 

A  traveling  brothel  was  brought  to  the  town 
By  a  Russian  who  came  from  afar; 

He  issued  a  challenge  no  one  could  outride 
Count  Ivan  Skavinsky  Skavar. 

jlorr  Abdul  would  ride  with  his  bride  by  his  side, 
His  face  all  flushed  with  desire;  . 

He  wagered1 a  buck  that  he  could  butfuck 
~  Codnt  Ivan  Skavinsky  Skavar. 

A  spectacle  great  was  arranged  for  the  date,’ 

Twas  agreed  on  by  even  the  Czar; 

The  streets  were  all  lined  with  harlots  entwined 
Round  Ivan  Skavinsky  Skavar. 

The  Sultan  rode  by  with  a  wide  open  fly, 

Expecting  the  women  to  cheer;  _  ... 

(put  his  twelve  inches  looked  sick  beside  the 

Of  Abdul  Abulbul  Emir «3  /great  prick 

They  met  on  the  track  with  their  tools  hanging 
The  sfearter’s  gun  puncbtred  the.  air;  /slack, 

Both  quick  on  the  rise,  all  gasped  at  the  size 
Of  Abdul  Abulbul  Emir. 

The  women  were  shorn,  and  no  frenchies  were  worn, 
ibdul  ’  b  arse  rewed^like  a  car; 

But  he  could  not  compete  with  the  long  even  beat 
Of  Ivan  Skavinsky  Skavar. 

Now  Ivan  had  won  and  was  cleaning  his  gun, 

And  bent  down  to  polish  his  pair, 

When  he  felt  something  hot  pass  right  up  his  blot- 
m  ' Twas  Abdul  Abulbul  Emir. 

The  harlots  turned  green  and  the  men  shouted 
They  were  ordered  apart  by  the  Czar;  /'Queen'. 

But  alas,  they  were  stuck  -  it  was  jolly  hard  luck 
For  Ivan  Skavinsky  Skavar. 
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Tli©  /'Cr.eML.of  the  jok©  'when  nt  last  they  war©  bi 
Was  laughed  at  for  year©  by  the  Gear; 

For  Abdul  the  fool  had  left  half^i©l  too^  , 

In  the  arse  of  Sk&viqpky  Skavar . 

-  i  n  >  :  .  ■  b  .  > _  • ... •  •  ■ 

The  'morale -  dear  ftriead,  of  thin  pitriful  fend, 

Is  plain  for  all  he&r 4  :  ■Li;  • 

Whenn  seeking  your  bit 9  donf  t  get  stuck  in  the 
like  Abdul  Abulbul  Efifirl' 


Sam,  1  Sam,  lavatory  MOj  . 

Chief  superintendent  of  the  craphouse  .pan !  | 

lie  changes  the  ppper  and  washes  the.tuwals 
As  he  works  to  the  music  of  the' fumbfi ng  bowels 
Hot >Shitf  I  got  the  craphouse  blues! 

Hot  Shit!  I  g(*t  •  the  orapbrousd  blubs!  V‘ 1 
Hot  Shit!,  '1  gen?  .the  cr&phduxse  blues  tdd&yj  tod 

tod 


A  TOAST c 


Sere1©  to  the  breezes^ 

That  blow  through  the*  trees.es  ,  ,  , . . 

And  lift  the.  chemises 

Above  the  girls’  kneeses  t  ....  ..  .  u 

And5  show  us  the  creases  .  j  .... 

•  • 

That  oozes  and  squeezes 

And„  teases,  and. .  pi  eases  :  ■'  '  '  ■ ■ 

And  b?<lgiigfc3 Q i&%g<saso o  And  pays  (the)  doctor1  0 
A?  Jesus*. .....  ■  ■  •  1  ‘  ‘  ' 

ANOTHER  TOAST.  ■  *  n  f  ’  ' 


!  Here'.d  -be  the  girl  that  I  love  beet; 

Li  I  lovo  her  beet  whon  she's  undreeeod; 

!&v  t  fuek  fror  sifting,  standing,  lying, 

I  And  if  she  had  wings,  I'd  fuck  her  flying. 
And  when  she's  dead  ancL. long  forgotten, 

I I  ,t  J.\IX  dig  her,  jy>  ap4  fuck  her  rotten-.. 


■ANBl  ANOTHER^ 


i  Here's  to  the  girl  lives  over  the  hill, 
I  If  she  won't  do  it,  her  sister  will. 
EBE'S  TO  HER  SISTER! 

a —  . — - -  —  /*nT\ 


©D-^' 


-BlikJDitO  with  i T 

CHARLOTTE  AND  TH  E  MG  HI  WAT  C II  MAN .  Tune:  Villikins 

and  his  Dinah. 

Way  down  in  Texas  where  the  bullshit  grows  thick 
I  was  riding  one  day  with  ray  hand  on  my  prick 
When  I  suddenly  met  up  with  the  girl  I  dduee- 
Twas  Charlotte  the  harlot,  the  c  owpn  nc  h  or  s  f  whore. 

She  was  easy,  she  was  greasy,  she  was  always  on 
Whenever  you  met  her  she’d  be  on  the  street;  /heat; 
One  fuck  for  a  dollar,  take  less  or  take  more, 
sat’s  Charlotte  the  harlot,  the  cowpunchers ’  whore, 

Charlotte  was  up  in  her  bedroom  one  night, 
ffhen  all  of  a  dudden  she  wanted  to  shits* 

So  she  up  with  the  window  and  out  with  her  arse, 

And  pity  the  poor  bastard  who  happened  to  pass! 

Now  the  ppor  old  nightwatchmao  was  making  his  round! 
When  all  of  a  sudden  he  heard  ominous  sounds, 

So  he  cocked  back  his  he^d  and  looked  up  in  the  sky. 
And  a  great  lump  of  shit  hit  him  fair  in  the  eye. 

Now  the  poor  old  ni gh twatchman  is  blinded  for  life, 
With  t  on  poxy  kids  and  a  syphilitic  wife, 

And  he  stands  on  the  corner  of  Market  and  Pitt 
With  a  sign  round  his  nesk  saying: 

BLINDED  BY  SHIT. 


ARSULE- CHARCOAL  (A  Party  G^m)  .  v  Vf  a*  ^  ^y) 

Two  tom-cats  by  the  fireside  sat 
Around  a  bucket  of'  charcoal; 

Said  one  tom-cat  to  the  other  tom-cat 
’Let’s  blacken  each  other’s  arsole’. 

Arsole  charcoal  arsole  charcoal, 

Su  *£no  \<^  a  *  o  Knd  hr  took  a  piece 

And  they  blackened  each  other’s  arsole. 


Three  tom-cats  by  the  fireside  sat 
Around  a  bucket  of  charcoal; 

Said  one  tom-cat  to  the  other  tom-cats, 


Let’s  blacken  each  other’s  arsoies  .  .  o 

,rsol  e  c  Fie  r  coal. arsole  charcoal,  a  U  ^  - 

>o  one  took  a  piece  and  too  otikers  took  a  p: 


And  they  blackened  each  other’s  arsoies. 


Four  tom-cats...  etc*! 


/s>— «kT\  k 
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FAMILY. *  Tune:  The  Road  to  the  Is] 


(Sung  With  a  heavy  Scots  accent!; 

j £  yQ *  j* q  ever  doon  in  London  and  ye  hae  na^p. 
And  ye  canna  find  a  spot  to  sit  ye  doon, 

For  a  penny  on  deposit 
Ye  can  hire  a  water-closet 

And  a  season  ticket  costs  but  hall-a-croon. 
There's  a  gentlemen's  convenience  on  the  epri 
And  a  ladies'  one  a  little  further  doon;  /wa 
‘If  ye’ve  an  achin'  in  yer  heart  cowt/of 

Ye  need  a  penny  for  a  fart  - 
We  own  every  public  lavatory  in  toon, 

D'ye  ken  me  sister  Tilly,  she's  a  whore  in  P 
And  me  mither  tuns  a  brothel  in  the  Strand,  t 
And  me  father  hawks  his  arsole 
Roond  the  nails  of  Windsor  Castle  - 
We're  the  finest  fookin’  family  in  the  land. 
At  the  slightest  provocation  we  indulge  in  mi 
We  all  are  ardent  followers  of  Freud;  /  / 
For  the  price  of  copulation 
Is  the  risk  of  population, 

And  dependants  are  a  thing  we  must  avoid. 


EVERY  NICE  GIRL 


, v  Every  nice  girl  loves  a  candle, 

£.±jtnxMzsm&{!tEu£nzpi:&&!3XKEdx$apvz  For  a  candle 
For  there's  something  about  a  candle  j1 

That  reminds  her  of  a  prick,  / 

Nice  and  greasy,  slips  in  easy,  / 

It's  a  maiden' o  pride  end  joy;  /  I 

For  thorelsn  something  about  a  candle  j 
That  reminds  her  of  e  boy,  ^ 


So  4  yo*  y0"'14  ^ 

'f a  ^  sbl  ^ 

AiV  P  ,  s»f  ***7 


k  3^  °- 
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DRURY  LANE#  Tune:  One  Man  and  His  Dog. 

Down  in  Drury  Lane 
There  are  naughty  women 
Who  will  give  you  what  you  want 
If  you1 ve  got  a  shilling; 

Army  half-a-crown, 

Air  Force  h&lf-a-guinea9 
Big  f&t  men,  two  pound  ten9 
Little  boys  a  penny. 


flH£BLOTTE  THE  HARLOT 


i  n<y  .  ^ 


Charlotte  the  Harlot  lay  dying, 

A  pisspot  supported  her  hood} 

All  round  her  the  poofters  were  lying, 
As  she  raised  up  her  left  tit  and  said: 


'I've  been  fucked  by  the  Jews  and  the  Germans, 
I've  been  fucked  by  the  Irishmen  too} 

And  now  I've  cose  back  to  Australia, 

To  be  fucked  by  big  bastards  like  you.' 

THE  KING'S  CItUSS  HARLOT’S  BALL. 

Tune:  Darktown  Strutters’  BaL 

Well  I  fucked  in  Cuba  and  I  fucked  in  Spain 

And  I  fucked  all  over  the  Spanish  Main 

But  the  best  fuck  of  then  all 

Was  when  I  fucked  cy  Bother- in- law 

Last  Saturday  night  at  the  SEKiitBnnxSfeEEit 

Kings  Cross  Harlots'  Ball 

Without  her  pants  on 

Well  they  lined  up  a  hundred  against  the  wall 
And  I  bet  five  quid  I  could  do  them  all 
But  when  I  got  to  ninety-eight 
I  thought  ny  poor  old  pock  would  break 
So  I  went  down  town  and  ate  a  plate  of  stew 
And  came  back  there  and  did  the  other  two. 


And  if  you  think  that  is  a  joke 
You  should  have  heard  the  old  boy  croak 
Last  Saturday  night  at  the  King's  Cross  Harlots' 

Ball. 


And  then  I  went  on  down  to  hell 
Cos  me  and  Nick  we  got  on  well; 

I  asked  him  for  a  glass  of  water 
When  he  went  out  1  fucked  his  daughter 
When  he  came  back  with  the  glass 
I  shoved  that  glass  right  up  his  arse 
And  if  you  think  that  was  a  joke 
You  should  have  heard  my  penis  croak, 

Last  Saturday  night  at  the  King's  Corss  Harlots' 

Ball 
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CHARLOTTE  THE  HARLOT. 

Charlotte  the  harlot  lay  dying, 

A  pisspct  supported  her  head; 

All  the  bludgers  and  poofters  and  bastards 
Had  gathered  to  hear  what  she  said: 

•0  I’ve  been  fucked  by  the  British  and  Scottisl 
I’ve  been  fucked  by  the  Aussies  so  tall; 

I've  been  fucked  by  the  butcher  and  baker, 

In  fact  I’ve  been  fucked  by  thee  all'. 


0 


THE  VERY  BEST  COMPANIES.  Tune:  My  Bonny  lies 

over  the  ocea 

I've  shares  in  the  very  best  companies, 

In  tramways,  tobacco  and  tin, 

In  brothels  in  Rio  de  Janeiro  - 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  in* 


-  Ml*  Htyt) 


With  wealth  in  the  big  German  stehl  works, 
No  wonder  I  helped  Hitler  win, 

For  when  he  suppressed  the  trade  unions  - 
My  god  how  the  money  rolls  in. 

My  father  sent  field  guns  to  Franco, 

My  brother  raised  loans  for  Berlin, 

My  uncle  sent  crap  iron  to  Tojo,s 
To  make  sure  that  the  money  rolled  in. 

My  cousin's  a  starting-price  bookie, 

My  mother  makes  synthetic  gin, 

My  sister  sells  sin  to  the  sailors  - 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  in. 


My  brother's  a  curate  in  Sydney, 

He  saves  little  girlies  from  sin; 
He’ll  save  you  a  blonde  fo r  a  dollar 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  in. 


We've  started  an  old-fashioned  gin  shop, 
A  regular  palace  of  sin; 

The  principal  girl  is  my  grandma  - 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  in* 


My  grandmother  * s  well  over  eighty, 
But  can  still  urinate  in  a  tin; 

We  sell  it  as  patented  vorn  cure  - 

God  how  the  monev  foils 


to 

My  dad  manufactures  french  letters. 

My  sister  makes  holes  with  a  pin; 

My  uncle  arranges  abortions  - 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  ih. 

My  brother's  a  poofter  in  King's  Cross, 
You  can't  hear  him  jerk  for  the  din; 

My  auntie  makes  lotion  for  sore  buss, 
My  God  how  the  money  rolls  in. 
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iNGS  OF  TEE  CAMP  AND  CAMPFIRE. 


©D 


*  n 

THE  BALL  Af  KERRY  IfflOR,  ( rJL  .  0  1  & 

0  the  ball,  the  ball,  the  bull  at  Kbrry  Moor, 

There  were  four  and  twenty  prostitutes  a-Iying 

on  the  floor, 

C 

u  Singing  ’Whc/Ll  do  me  this  time,  who’Ll  do 

q  me  now? 

The  one  that  did  me  last  time  must’ve  used 

US  .  a 

First  lady  forward,  second  lady  back, 

^bird  lady’s  finger  up  the  fourth  lady’s-  crack. 

| ^ere  rooting  in  the  rafters,  there  was 

™  t  rooting-  in  the  ricks, 

7un  couldn’t  hesri  the  music  for  the  swishing 

of  the  pricks. 

There  was  rooting  in  the  bedrooms,  there  was 

rooting  in  the  halls, 

And  y on  couldn’t  hear  the  music  for  the  clanging 

of  the  balls. 

There  was  rooting  in  the  doorways,  t.|»e  ro  was 

root  in  on  t  he  st-?»i“*r, 

And  you  couldn’t  see  the  carpet  for  the  cum  >♦ nd 

%  C  r*ur  ‘  y  ha  i  r  s  , 

,  ( (toki't v 

There  were  four  and  twenty  virgin0  from  the  -fate 

of  T  p  ver n  e  c  s ; 

And  when  the  ball  was  over  there  were  four  and 

twenty  1 e  s s , 

^  Singing  *V»  he’ll  do  me  tui-  f  i  me  ,  wit  o’  11  do  me 

now? 

The  one  that  did  me  last,  time  had  to  show  me  , 

how!  * 

The  village  harlot  she  was  there,  keeping  the  boys 

in  fits. 

By  swinging  from  the  chandeliers  and  landing  on 

her  tits, 

Annie  Laurie  she  was  there,  the  girl  of  Scottish 

fame  , 

And  though  she  had  the  rags  on,  they  f nuked  her 

j  nst  th  o  same . 

oP-iZ 


The  farmer' s  daughter,  she  we s  ther®c!.a  dirty 

little  runt, 

A.  ring  at  roses  round  her;  tits  and  a  mousetrap  up 

i  *>  her  cunt-, 

Singing  ”,fho'  1 1  do  me  this  time,  who'll  do  me 

...  .  • ,  ■  '  now? 

The  one  that  did  rae  last  time  practised  on  a 
.  -  i  cow !  * 

J^he  village  blacksmith  he  was  there,  a-sitting  on 

....  the  mat, 

.  o  Asm  sing  himself  by  abusing  himself  and  catch’ »■  <5 

it  in  his  h® 

:  The.  villagepIM§lehe  was  there,  he  wasn't  up  to 
:  ■  .  much: 

Lining  !em  up  against  the  wall  and  stuffing  ’em 

with  his  crutch. 

■  The. Village  esI^Ib  he  was  there,  up  to  his  usual 

trick  .  . 

of  nulli-ng  his.  foreskin  over  his  head  and  whist¬ 
ling  down  his  prick, 

WifcStoa  Churchill  he  was  there,  down  behind  the 

bar , 

And  when  he  couldn't  raise  a  fat,  he  used  his  big 


The,  papal  delegate  he  was  there,  he  lectured  to 
. .  ..  ,  | .,  ,  .  the  room: 

’The,  vaginc,  n6t  the  anus,  is  the  right  way  to 

the  womb1 . 

hlb  .  ..  . 

ttj©  newly-wedded  bride  was  there,  explaining  to 
* . *,  ;  the  groom 

That  just  before  the  rectum  is  the  entrance  to  th< 
J  the  womb. 

And  when  the  ball  wa-  over,  we  aLl  went  home  to 

rest; 

We  said  the  music  wasn’t  bad,  but  the  fucking  was 

the  best. 

Singing  ’’.Vho'll  do  me  this  time,  who'll  do  me 

now? 

r r  The  one  that  did  me  last  time  has  had  enough 


for  now . * 
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The  vlllaga  postman  he  was  there,  with  addresses 

•— . — . ~~ . . . . -  -  '  -  hard  to  fria 

Jfejt  tkCL.Daly  -letters  .thnt  he  had  ■sere  of  a  foreign-' 
7  .  •  •  ■  . .  t  kind. 

*  ■ '  T&rgftfl-  .  W&8.  .ttfeoro*  .  lik®  - 

f~*~  keeping  freo  the  rafters  end  swinging  ©a  hie  tool, 

"t  Jo#k  th©  parcca  ho  mo  thoro ,  it  coo  a  bloody  checo, 
H"l  ~"y8iclE®St‘  ts  sla&slB  'thirty  ticca  and  never  to ape  her 


OD -14 


/.c 

THE  ROAD  TO  GUNDAGAI . 

There's  a  crack  -winding;  back 
From  her  belly  to  her  back 

On  the  road  to  Gundagai ; 

There's  a  Yank  there  beside  her, 

Yon  bet  your  balls  he'll  rdde  her 
Beneath  the  starry  sky. 

With  a  frenchie  on  his  big  prick 
lie'll  ride  her  with  ease 
As  he  scratches  up  the  gravel 
With  both  of  his  knees* 

Thmi  -*h  tV  c  tiro  wi  M  r 
.'hen  he’  !  1  it  np*  her  ni'.-o-- 

On  +Vo  road  to  G'in  !n  ~n  i  . 


UU~  **’//  -W  >  *Y  ^ 
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CHARLOTTE,  JOYCE  AND  J0Y«  Tune:  The  Wild  Colon! 

\  ‘  Boy 

It's  of  'three  harlots  that  I  sing,  who  case  f fob 
NyCastlesaino ; 

They  traveled  round  Australia,  a  living  for  to  gai 

They  stopped^  bo  in  the  street  one  day,  when  I  was 
but\a  boy} 

And  that  was  hW  I  cane  to  know  this  Charlotte, 
Joyce  'end  Joy. 

Whoa  I  was  16  years  of  ag©  I  not  this  famous  three 

I  thought  at  first  ISM  tako  so  Joyce,  but  Joy 
said  'Pleao'B  try  me' ; 

So  I  stuck  sir  inches  \eaply  into  the  cunt  of  Joy, 

And  that's  the  way  I  ha<l  nj  first  in  the  bush  oS 
Budgewoi .  \ 


(fa 

IS  IT  <n(y  A  PohtSr 
*  '•FAX|'V&"'Z  — *  3 
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I,IT«*tR  ANGJilLINE.  Tune:  Little  Angeline. 

She  was  swe-'t  sixteen,  little  Anr_:eline , 

Pure  and  innocent  was  Angeline; 

A  virgin  still,  never  bad  a  thrill, 

Poor  little  Angeline! 

Ko'/  the  village  squire  hai  but  one  dec, ire, 

Dirtiest  bastard  in  the  whole  damn  shire: 

He  had  set  his  heart  on" the  vital  part 
Of  popr  little  Angeline! 

Trras  the  village  fair  and  the  satire  was  there, 
astnrbating  in  the  village  square, 

<fhen  he  chanced  to  see  the  shapely  knee 
Of  poor  little  Angeline! 

She  had  lifted  her  skirt  to  j^volc!  the  dirt 
Th^t'  floated  in  the  middle  uf  the  squire's  last 
The  si-  Ui  he  saw  made  his  prick  red  raw,  /sqart; 
Poor  little  Angeline! 

Re  raised  his  hat  and  said  'Tour  cat 
Has  been, ran  over  and  is  laid  out  flat: 

Now  my  ear's  in  the  square  and  I'll  take  you  there$ 

Poor  little  Angeline! 

Now  the':  hadn't  gone  far  w"rn  he  stooped  1  he  c-r 

And  took  poor  Angelina  into  a  Oar 

Where  he  gave  her  gin  for  to  nske  her  sin, 

Poor  little  Angeline! 

knell , 


When  he’d  oiled  her  well  he  took  her  to 
And  there  proceeded  to  give  her  hell; 

Poor  little  Angeline! 

It  happened  that  way  that  the  very  same  day 
The  village  blacksmith  ha*]  been  locked  away 
For  cumraing  in  his  pants  at  the  local  dance 
At  poor  little  Angeline* 

Now  the  blacksmith’s  cell  overlooked  the  dell 
Where  the  squire  was  giving  little  Vngeline  hell; 
MexlctxtoEasxsxf art^xb±!orxtksxprisas 
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4* 

He  let  loose  a  fart,  blew  the  prison  wide  apart,!  (3^ 
And  got  away  to  a  dying  startj/ 

Now  he  ran  like  shit  lest  the  sjuire  should  split  1 
Poor  little  Angeline.  ’  "  - 

i  • '  .  r  ' 

When  he  got  to  the  spot  and  -  saw  what*  s  what  ■; ' 

He  tied  the  bastard's  penis  in  a  fucking  great  knot, 
And  while  he  aquiremed  on  his  guts  he  got  a  kick 
in  the  nuts  From  poor  little  .Angfcline !. 

•  '0  Blacksmith  true  I  do  love  you,., 

And  I  see  by  your  breeches  that  you  love  me  two; 

So  while  I'm  undressed  you  can  do  your  best' 

Said  Poor  Little  Angel lie ! 


if. 


•»..  •  J  . 
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Poor  little  Angeline! 
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OUR  GOODMAN.  ' 

The  first  night  of  jay  return 
My  darling  wife  to  see 
I  saw  a  hat  upon  the  rack 
Where  ay  hat  ought  to  be. 

I  asked  ay  darling  wife 
To  explain  this  thing  to  me, 

How  this  hat  got  upon  the  rack 
Where  my  hat  ought  to  be. 


f9 


’You’re  pissed,  you're  drunk,  you  silly  old  cunt, 
You’re  blind  and  cannot  see; 

Itfs  nothing  but  a  pisapot  that 
You  kindly  gave  to  me9  # 

’In  all  my  year©  of  traveling, 

A  thousand  miles  and  more, 

1  never  saw  a  pisspot 
With  a  hatband  on  before* 1 


Tne  second  night  of  return 
My  darling  wife  to  see 
I  ©aw  a  hand  upon  the  tit 
Where  my  hand  ought  to  be. 

I  asked  my  darling  wife 
To  explain  this  thing  to  me, 

How  this  hand  got  upon  the  tit 
Where  my  hand  ought  to  be. 

' You'fe  pissed,  you're  drunk,  you  silly  old  cunt. 
You're  blind  and  cannot  see; 

It's  nothing  but  the  baby  that 
ou  kindly  gave  to  me.' 

In  all  my  years  of  traveling, 

A  thousand  miles  or  more, 

I  never  saw  a  baby 
With  nicotine  on  before.' 


The  third  night  of  return 
Ry  darling  wife  to  see 
I  saw  a  thing  within  the  thing 
Where  my  thing  ought  to  be. 

I  asked  my  darling  wife 
To  explain  this  thing  to  me, 

What  was  this  tiling  within  the  thing 
Where  my  thing  ought  to  be. 
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’You’re  pissed,  you’re  drunk,  you  silly  0I4  cun 
You’re  blind  and  cannot  see; 

It’s  nothing  but  the  rolling-pin 
You  kindly  gave  to  me*’ 

•In  all  my  years  of  traveling 
A  thousand  miles  and  more, 

I  never  saw  a  rolling-pin 
With  balls  on  it  before*’ 


/\JqIsl  •_  /7U  i 

4^.  us  ^  t  ^ 
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MOBIL. 


Tune : 


She’ll  be  coming  round  the 

Mountain. 


Mobi  1 


.(In 

(in 


Mobil) 
Mobi  1 ) 


0  the  parson  is  perverted  in  j. 

0  the  parson  is  perverted  in- Mobil 
0  the  parson  is. perverted  ... 

And  hi  s’ moral's  are  inverted  •  .» 

thousands  he's  converted  in  Mobi 

Surging  I.  will  if  yog  , will  so  will  I, 
Singing,, I  will, if  you  will  so 
Singing  I  will  if  yoy.will,. 

I  will  if  you'  will, 

I  will  if  you  will  so 

'  "  ,(2) 


\nd  there's 
CHC  Id'S: 


w 


ill  I, 


will  T. 


Sinking 

0  the  bishop  Is  ,a">;gger  in  Mobil 
0  'the  bishbp  is  a  bugger 
And  his  -brother  is  another. 

And  theyfcre  always  up- each  other  in  Hohi  1 . 

There's  a  girl  called  Lady  Dina  in  Mobil  (2 j 
There's  a  girl  called  Lady -Dina 
And  you'll  say  once  you've  tried  her 
That” she?©-  got  the  best  vamina  in  Mobil. 

C  the  eagles  they  fly  high  in  Mobil  (2) 

0  the  eagles  they  fly  high 

And  they  shit  right  in  your  eye 

Thank  Christ  the  cows  don’t  fly  in  Mobil. 

Frenchies  are  in  short  supply  in  Mobil  (2J 
Frenchies  are  in  short  supply 
Uid  that's  the  reason  why 
hey  hang  them  out  to  dry.  in  Mobil. 

There's  a  shortage  of  good  whores  in  Mooil 
There*  s  a  shortage  of  good  whores 
So  they  stick  it  in  the  doordu 

there's  holes  in  all  the  floors  in 

short  supply  in  Mobil  (*0 


And 

Timber  is  in  short  supply 
So  they  sen itate  the  bogs 
And  wkit  until  it  clogs 


‘obi 


(2) 

,1 


2/ 


n  s  o 


=> 
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How  I  love  to  see  that  bosom  pal  o*  mine  (2) 

How  t  love  to  see  that  bosgam,  how  I  love  to  see 

;  j  .  .  i  t{iat  bo  earn', 

,Hpw  I;  love  tp  see  that  bosom  pal  o'  mine. 

0  she  has  a  lovely  hav&l  Uniform  (2)  ,  1 

0  she  has  a  lovely  navel,  she  has, a  lovely  navel, 
L  O'  she1  hfes-'  a  lovely  navel  uniform^ 

0  she  has  a  lovely  bottom  set  of  teeth  (2) 

0  she  has  a  lovely  bottom,  sh<-  ‘has  a  lovely  hotta 
0  she  has  a  lovely  bottom  set  of  teeth. 

0  she  love?  to  see  a  pianist  perform  (2J 

0  she  loves  to  see  a  penis,  she  loveJLs  to  sec  a 

0  she  loves  to  see  a  pianist  perform.  .  /penis, 

c\  0  she  has  a  lovely  country  residence,-  -•  ■ 

&  0  she . has  a  lovely  country  residence, 

And  the  flowers  in  the  gard-n 
Are  'ju#t:  Ifke''-the  -vale  of  ’Arden,' 

0  she  has  a  lovely  qountry  residence. 

0  I  gavje  b y  girl  a  baby  Austin  car,  (2) 

0  I  gave  my  gisrl  a  baby,.  I  gave  my  girl  a  baby, 

I  gave  mj  girl  a  baby  Austin  car. 

0  I'd  like  to  take  her  pants,  (town  ho*  tho  cleallla 
®  like  *©■  her  panto  down,  I’d  like  to 

.  '■  take  her  panto  dowa,  , 

I '-d'  li-ko’  to  take  her  panto  down  to  the  cleanero. 

§  I’d  like  to  give  her  a- length  of  Bures  tape  (2) 
S  I'd  like  to  give  her  a  length,  I’d  like 
give  her  a  length, 

*  L  I-  1-*^  like  to  give  her  a  lehgtb  of  Dpre?  tape. 

!•%  j  ^  c  «-  '  - 

j  ••  0  her  father  is  the  village  constable  (2) 

A*A  Udwj  ,  ()  .  f is  the  village  cunt,  her  father  is 

*  I  the  tillage  cunt, 

Her  father  Is  the  village  .co no table. 
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saw  it  up  for  logs  in  Mobil. 

of  big  blue  eyes  {2; 
she  has  a  lovely  or 

run  *5^  nf  <r  blue  eves. 


And  they 

( j  she  has  a  lovely  pair 
0  she  has  a  lovely  pair, 

n  b  O  o  «  1  -rr  /-»  1  t  r 


nir, 


0 

o 
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virgins  are  very  rare  in  Mobil  (in  Mobil)  (2) 

Virgins  are  very  rare 

Co®  when  they  get  their  pubic  hair 

They  get  rooted  by  the  mayor  in  Mobil. 


r  i 
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There1®  a  man  called  Dirty  Keith  in  Mobil  (2) 

There’s  a  man  called  Dirty  Keith 

And  he  wears  a  laurel  wreath 

Of  pu&ic  hairs  around  his  teeth  in  Mobil. 

There’s  a  bastard  called  Strater  in  Mobil  (2) 

There’s  jfek  a  bastard  called  Strater 
He’s  the  biggest  masturbator 
Fornicator,  cunt-inf lator  in  Mobil. 
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i\.N Fill  ENDS. 
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ININ  Fill  ENDS.  '  H+<*«''**&*  • 

ft  ^ 

The  Mother  to  the  Salesman:  * 

I  could  tell  that  you  were  pushin' 

By  the  imprints  on  the  cushion, 

By  the  footprints  on  the  dashboard  pointing  down; 

Since  you  met  my  daughter  Nellie 

She’s  having  trbuble  with  her  belly 

And  i  wish  taxtad  you’d  never  wisited  this  town. 

The  Salesman  replies: 

I’m  the  one  that  did  the  pushin’ 

Left  the  bloodstains  on  the  cushion 
Left  the  footprints  on  the  dashboard  pointing 
Since  I  met  your  charming  daughter  /down; 

I'm  having  trouble  with  my  water 

And  1  wish  to  God  I’d  never  seen  your  bloody  towi 


THE  FLICK  SONG. 

How  can  you  hea|urece 
You  have  no  fixpmylxB  in  your  bore 
Pox  marks  from  your  whore 
Siphylis  galore? 

Have  a  flip,  man,  there’s  your  answer, 

One  FUCK  -  and  you’re  gone! 

( By  courtesy  of  W .  A .  FII € K  a nd  6 0 m i> an y  , 
manufacturers  of  FUCK  -  RID/ * 


£rtV.l 


A  'COf'Sf 

r  . . .... 

4.  U"1 

.  ^  t;  J  in 

i  M  4U*.  /  OP 

•fwo  *  *  41*».  AWi 


RRR  BLUES.  Tune:  •  Humor  esJ^ek* 

'Passengers  will  please  refrain 
From  using  toilet  while  the  train 

Is  standing  at  the  station  for  a  while'; 

We  believe  in  constipation 

While  the  train  is  at  the  s&Ation  - 

Passengers  please  hold  it  for  a  while! 

Bladders  extended, 

Bowels  torn  and  rended  \ 

W±i±xkMpXHBXXE±K£iBEaXB±BBBXBE(ixlXEBh?:  \ 

Will  keep  our  stations  nlean  and  free  from  ' 

sickly  sme 11. 

Kidneys  all  aching, 

Shit  already  caking 

Must  be  borne  or  stations  will  become  a  living 

hell. 

Though  it  dribbles  down  your  legs,  you  must  resist 

temptations; 

Thought  it  stains  your  underpants,  remember:  not  at 

stations ! 

Though  your  clothing  starts  to  small, 

Hear  the  plaintive  pleading: 

You  must  not  think  about  relief 

Although  your  piles  be  bleeding. 

'Passengers  will  please  refrain 
From  using  toilet  while  the  train 

Is  standing  at  the  station  for  a  while'! 


V$-  ^ 


THE  DO G  NAMED  BEN. 


Tune ; 


f  Rul  e  Hr  i  tt zinnia  1 


There  was  a  little  doe:  and  his  name  was  Ben, 
Had  9  fucks  and  jolly  near  had  ten; 

He  wasn’t  very  bi/r  and  he  wasn’t  very  small, 
And  the  poor  little  busier  only  had  one  ball. 

Rule  Britt&nia!  the  Kaiser  fucked  the  cat! 
Britons  never  never  shall  know  that! 
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IBSOHIO'S  SONS. 


A 

Tune:  Funiculi  FunicUlb. 

0  my  n&oo  is  Antonio  Agostini, 

I  pull-6 .da  pud; 

It.  feel-a  so  good; 

0  ay  name  ia-a  da  Tonio  Agostini, 

I  uae-a  da  hand; 

It 'feel- a  so  grand.  .  ‘ 

First  I  -  use-a  da-  long  stroke, 

And  den-a  da  short,  ,  , 

Just  like  I  been  taught; 

Don  I  use-a  da  short  stroke, 

ind  den-a  da  long 

vIt  make -a  me  strong l ) 


Bash  it,  crash  it,  belt  it  on  the  floor, 

Teas©  it,  squeosse  it,  make  it  give  some  more! 

Some  go  in  for  buggery,  and  some  think  shagging' s 

;  grand , 

But  for  personal  enjoyment  1  prefer  to  use  da  han 


EXSILVHR  THREATS  AMONG  THE  GOLD, 
Darling,  let  me  tie  your  garter, 


►to/* 


Half  an  inch  above  the  knee, 

And'  if  my  hAnd  should  wander, 
Please  be  patient,  dear,  with  ma . 


On  your  JTllp !  are  hairs  of  silver, 
On  your  gf  ft !  are  hAir^T  of  gold; 
Let  me  mTngTe  them  together, 

Silver  hairs,  among  the  gold. 
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THE  WOODPECKER’  S  SUNG. 

s'  V®  f 

I  put  my  finger  in  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 

The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  ray  soul! 

Pull  it  out!  Pull  it  out!  Pull  it  out* 
Re-move  it!’ 

Y4*i*o#**l 

I  t-ererk  my  finger  from  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 
The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  my  soul! 

Put  it  back!  Put  it  back!  Put  it  back! 
Re-place  i t ! ’ 

I  my  finger  in  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 

The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  my  soul! 

Turn  it  round!  Turn  it  round!  Turn  it  round! 
Re-volve  it ! ’ 

I  my  finger  in  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 

The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  my  soul! 

Turn  it  back!  Turn  it  back!  Turn  it  back! 

.  Re-verse  i t ! ’ 

I  t^wwwd  my  finger  in  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 
The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  my  soul! 

Pull  it  out!  Puli  it  out!  Pull  it  out!’ 
Re-move  i t ! ’ 

I  tpcik  my  finger  from  the  woodpecker’s  hole, 
The  woodpecker  said  ’God  bless  my  soul! 

Have  a  whiff!  Have  a  whiff!  Have  a  whiff!’ 
Re-volting! 
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TEE  DERBYSHIRE  RAM 


-  n<] 


Hickory  dickory  Derbyshire, 
Hickory  dickory  day, 

<1  The  finest  iamb  in  Derbyshire, 
The  bugger  waa  reared  on  hay. 

When  this  lamb  was  one  year  old, 

He  grew  two  horns  of  brass; 

One  grew  out  of  his  shoulder-blad'es , 
The  other  grew  out  of  his 


Hickory  dickory  Derbyshire, 

Hickory  dickory  day, 

The  finest  lamb  in  Derbyshire, 

The  bugger  was  reared  on  hay. 

When  the  lamb  was  two  years  old 
He  learnt  a  funny  trick, 

Jumping  over  a  barbed-wire  fence 

And  landing  on  his  Hickory  dickory  Derbyshire,  etc 

When  the  lamb  was  three  years  old 
They  put  hie  in  a  pit; 

When  they  came  to  get  him  out 

The  pit  was  full  of  Hickory  dickory  Derbyshire,  e 

When  the  lamb  wa‘e  four  years  old, 

They  put  him  in  a  truck; 

And  all  the  girls  from  Bondi  beach 

Came  round  and  had  a  Hickory  dickory  Derbyshire,  ej 

When  the  lamb  was  five  years  old  i 

They  buried  him  at  St.  Paul's; 

ft  took  ten  men  and  a  Bramble's  truck  % 

T f  carry  off  one  of  hisTu^kory  Dickory  Derbyshir 


( Lo^u  u  Co~r^ 
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[,  'faiu : 


Th0l*onk  stood  ia~tfce«J?r>i©ry''EAii?  ^ 

Tbe  Beak' etoofi  in  the.  PJiory  Ball*  .•■••■■  fw  £ 

The  Bonk  stood  in  the  Pi*iory  Ball  —  <’.* 

•  Ashing  his  ball  a  against  the  wall*! 

The  old  BASTARD!  The  odd  SOD! 

What’ll  ire  do  wit^.hip?  FUCK  'IM! 

FUCK  ’IM  AGAlK ! 

Glory,  glory,  p^lejujah!  a,, 
tHlfc ! 

gulls  to  Mr.  Winkelstein,  Winkelstein,  Winkelsteinj 
Balls  to  Mr..  Winkelstein,  dirty  old  man. 

For  he  keeps  us  waiting  while- he'  s' Siaethrbating,  ; 
So  balls  to  Mr.  Winkelstein,  dirty  old  man. 

He  nps  ’em,  he  downs  ’em,  he  fucks  ’em,  he  drowns  ; 

So  balls  to  Mr.  Winkelstein,  dirty  old  man.  /'em, | 

\ 

There  passed  a  maid  with  downcast  eyes  (3)  j 

He  flashed  his  hand  between  her  thighs.  : 

The  old  BASTARD!  etc.  j 


The  other  monks  they  cried  with  shame  (3) 

And  wished  that  they  could  do  the  same. 
The  old  BASTARDS!  etc. 


£. 


*Hhe  bishop  in  repentance  sat  (3) 

Pulling  himself  into  his  hat. 

The  old  BASTARD!  etc.  *  -  \ 

(P,  l) 

?he  friar  invited  a  girl  to  supper  (3), 

And  in  a  flash  the  bastard  was  up  her. 

The  old  BASTARD!  etc. 

w*t  «•  i) 

mAo  d¥*»U  tok'iky 

yvO'S  *•  tu  (\y 

“t-*.  yU&fH  •*  Va  A  A»  o>*  AsK' 


THESE  FOOLISH  THINGS.  Tune:  ’These  Foolish 

Things'. 

A  smear  of  lipstick  on  an  old  french  letter, 

A  case  of  syphilis  that  won't  get  better, 

And  when  I-  piss*  it  stings  - 

These,  feolislt  things,  remind  me,  of  you. 

A  book  on  birth  control,  with  well-worn  jaage s , 

A  prophylactic  that's  been  used  foi^  ageB, 

A  bed  with  well-ojled  springs  1 

Thbse  foolish  things  remind  me  of  you. 

The  horsehair  sofa  that  we  had  our  shags  on, 

The  bloodstained  carpet  that  you  threw  your  s 

(How  the  smell  of  it:  clings!)-  /rags 

These  foolish  things  remind  me  of, you. 


(<,0 

H«r. 


OO-3O 


fHE  LIST  .nm  1  SAW  HER 


^tvc- .  V;  tl ;  Ium  ( 


The  last  time  I  saw  her  she  was  all  dressed  in 

v  """  ' r: "  r  r  ‘7^Vck, 

All  in-  *bl efeM1,  -I  got  my  moWey  back, 

Down  in  the  -ddfek  ^lley  ‘where  she  fortbtfecl  me. 

..  '  '•  ;>t  :  .  r*  l  i,  -  •  »!  '  :  41 

The  last  time  I  saw  here  she  was  ali  dressed  in 

■  '  “  ■  p  '/  ‘  j?ink, 

All.  in  pink, *  all  in  pink, *  she  mad e  my  finger  stirfa 
-  Down  in  d^rk*  41  l^y  where  ehe  followed  me. 

-  .  ‘  i  :•  •  .  ••if.. 

'lie  last  time  I'saw  her  she  was  all  dressed,  in 
■  •  ••  ,  •.  >  i  •  .  . yellow, 

All  in  yellow,  aTl:  in  yellow'  fucked ’by'  some 

•’ii "  ,  *  other  fellow,  - 

Down. in  the  dark  alley. where  she  followed  me. 

The  last. time  I  saw  her  she  was  all  dressed  in 

‘  1  red, 

All  in  red,  all  in  red,  0  how  her  hymen  bled! 

Down. in -the  dark  al ley -where  She  followed  me. 

I  k*r  .  *  y 


1  ( 

*  —  kt^x  ) 

f  #»«*r  ^  fi* 


«  ******  VC 


hf  oM**1  Cav*  r 
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»m  crerfTn  &fcsjL  bfiv" 


& 


&EVEHNQ  IN  THE  JOYS,  OF  CQgULATiOK.  .. 

.  i  .  .  ■  ....  foN* 

The  old  kangaroo,  how  he  loves  a  do,  P«*  I  | 

?V\hav?  &  naughty  wil^  a^y  h.&d,  ruo. 

And  when  he  comes,,  he  comes  like  glue  - 
Reveling  in  the  joys  of  copulation. 

CHORDS:  Cats  on  the  rooftops,  cats  on  the  til<' 
Cats  with  syphilis,  cats  wi.th  piles. 

Cat*,  with,  their  armies  weeathed  in.smii'e 
Reveling  in  the  joys  of  copulation. 

The  odd  crocodile,  he  lives  on  the  Nile,  7 
He  has  a  naughty  opee  in.  a  while,  V 

And  when  he  comes,  he  floods  the  Nile, 

Reveling  in  £fae  joys  of  copulation. 

The  oid  rb i nocerous  is  just  like  us, 

He  II  have  a  naughty  without  any  fuss, 

.And  when  he  comes,  he  comes  like  pus, 

.  r.  Reveling  in  the  joys  ol  copulation. 

The  donkey*  s  just  a  silly  old  moke, 

Hut  he  dearly  loves  to  have  a  poke, 

And  when  he  coses,  he  lets  it  soak. 

Reveling  itj  the  joys  of  copulation. 

The  hippopotamus,  like  us,  it  seems, 

Very  seldom  has  wot  dreams; 

Bit  when  he  does,  it  comes  in  streams, 

Reveling  in  the  joys  of  copulation. 
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*Twas  ©o  the  good  ship  Tonus ,  .  _  ,*...._ 

By  Christ  yeti  iia^uld  l4^ 

-  £\)  -  ?h®  figurdhe^;  wad  "a i.<WTt',irf Tied' 

^  .  Sucking  T*^i'£'*ti  .,a~  ’„«■,-  «  -*- 

CHORES:  Frigging  lajUp.  figging,.  frigging  J#  the 

'".  .  '/.„;/  ‘i’Xfigia© 

Ws’rf^friggiag' in  .thrViMiig  there’s  f nek 

r  ?l  , .  «•-  6V  ;*'•'’  _  ‘  *  ‘  all. else. .to  do. 

•  -;«Sw  ,  ••  JW.  'l  •■  ■>•  ■  ;iJT  n.l-^  -'  T  , 

..•'.^^fSh©  captain’s  bum  *$4  Mugger, 

dirtyninded  bagger*  "  .  .  .  s  ,...~  -n: 


A%*jsU;Bhif  .  u,  *  \ 

Upon  -W’ISbb  W«*;  *vte .  *  *  •ffct0* 

The  cabin  boy’s  name  arss  .Kipper ,  >. 

A  dirty  little  flipper^, . _ — ..  -  *  '--  ••-  ••••- 
They  filled  his  arse  with  broken  glass 
And  cirenscised  the  okijgjpjr*, .  ,  ...  , 

’  The  first  mate’s  ass&  was  Morgan  -  * 

-  A"  hcaosema!  gorges ;  ,,.7  ■• 

Sis  sen  could -.rideswith  legs  astride 
Epca  his  eesual  organ*  .<>,  : 

the  second  'w^t!  &h®l9 

[ffihoB®  areol©  here  ibis  label z\ 

^ daily  due 

**  ^VvoucTk  IV  v\o  T^rfy  GV^fCr 
|gj.-:-fho  steward ’0  nose  wao  Topper, 
flggcy  did  ho  have  a  whopper 5 


Twico  round  the  deck,  once  round  his  neck, 


And  up  his  arse  for  a  stepper* 

The  cook’s  Base  was  9’ Halley { 

He  didn’t  dilly-dally; 

He  shot  his  bolt  with  such  a  jolt 
He  whitewashed  half  the  galley. 

The  captain’s  wife  was  Mabhl, 

Who  fucked  wherever  ablet 

Behind  the  door,  or  on  the  floor, 
Or  even  on  the  table. 

?h©  captain  had  a  daughter; 

5/ve  ',n^°  jf*s. 
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1  .  Ecstatic  e^ue&ls  rewcalpd  that  eS la 
Had  found  her  sexual  quarter. 

The  ship’s  cat’s [neae®; yt&a  Kitty, 

Her  arse  was  .black  and'  shitty { 

Her  fella©'  iwbt  was  kept 'red  hot 
By  a  crew  who  knew  bo*  pity.  '  ‘ . ' ' 

"  fit®  'bosun®' 0  name  wad  Andy,  ' 

' Retard  bald  and  beady;  ..  , 

* J  Thby  filled4  nl c  'ifasi  tftih  boiling  ‘run 
'F dr'  pissing  in  the  brandy. 

*Tw»o  at  the  China  et at lea, . 1  ’  "  ’  "  1 

Byway  of  elqbratioa,  "'•'  * !  ' 

-■  We  sunk  a  JnaM ’toit&  lets  of  spunk 
By  mutual  masturbation.  ‘  '*' 

The  captaiifa  ddhgbtor  Marlet,  J  ! " 

She  was  a  filthy  harloty*  'fi  w  '  1 
•'■*• ,l  WhCn  she  t<i  fcod  L  ,J  '  ■  ■'  -  '  !'- 

Her  cunt  wacr  k*Sd, ’ ''  '•  '■  ■  •*  *  ' 1  ’ n - ■ 

And  in  the  mor^Bg?  sear  lot.-  ..  - 

The  ship’s  mascot  was  Rover,  -  .  .  ......  , 

The  whole.  crew--did-'hiKj:-ewsr  j>  ••■•’  t 

They  pound  and  pound "that  poor  old  hound 
End  .r®'a^4.tq,fDiflver.  .  v 

-•  *.  -i 

*  ‘  '  "••  i1  -  \  i  i  *  f.  * 

<MbsrT?  *ievv  ^  k'  * '  v  ■  Ci-U  t --V-  i  K 

'  '{'[V  *  v*«  '-.-u  V.  *T  '  .■  1  *•  -|.*t  V*,. 


p»*>  *■ 


.  11‘-  ’rv4-  ..*> 


-•  t  *.*  7  ;-J-.  1 
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.tu  ;n 


;  v»-  •■  *i-  r- 
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A  sqldier  once  before  he  died  S) 

(Ithink  the- bastard  must  've  lied) 

Tgld  me  his  wife  bad. a  cunt  so  wide 
Sbe  qould  not  be  satisfied. 

So  he  bui }t  apriek  of  steel,: 
attached  it  to  a, great  big  wheel, 

balls  of 'brass  he  filled. with  cream 
And  -'the  whale  foCkih*'  lsdrie  wfts  driven  by  steam, 
fiouad  and  round  whet  the  great  big  wheel, 
tn  and  out  went  the  prick  of  steel, 
fill  at  last  in  joy  she  cried: 

"Stop,  stop!  Enough!  I'm  satisfied!1 
But  now  we  come  to^,  tRjp  bitterest  bit, 

Pot-  ‘fhore  was  no^stoppAng  it, 

t*  «*li*  har  „  r\  f  t>  nrr  I  a  r  s  p  to  tit  *- 


It  s|il i t  her  up  froE^arse  to  tit  L 
And  the  whole  fuckin'  issue  (was  covered*  1 

\  W<vw  » 


in  s  1 1  i t  • 


SING  A  SONG  OF  SYPHILIS.  Tune;  Sing  a  song  of 

sixpence . 

Sing  a  song  o'  syphilis,  a  penis  full  of  pus, 

Four  and  twenty  black  scabs  just  about  to  bust; 
And  when  the  scabs  begin  to  bust  the  pus  begins  to 
\  0080 } 
Running  down  your  trouser  legs  and  ilown  into  your 

shoe©. 
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JOHN  BIU)WN*  S  PENIS.  J,,i,n  brown's  body. 

John  Brown's  nenis  is  a  bl  oody -horrible  • 

Covered  on  with  svphilis  and  little  bit*  ■> .  <Ui  e, 
But  the  funny  thing  about  i  t  is  it  seems  to  work* 

•  nil  right,— 

Now  he's  gone  to  a  far  better  land. 

tj6's  ernne  t  .<  a  land  of  everlasting  bliss 
Where  there  ain’t  no  gone  and  there  ain't  no 

syphilis, 

Constrictions  of  the  arsole  and  constrictions 

when  you  pissj 

He's  gone  to  a  far  better  land. 

TIIE  SOLDIER'S  CHUUCH-SfdlVlCik. 

_____  —  ■  <r 

Let's  have  a  hymn  for  the  General! 

FUCK  HIM! 

Let's  pray  for  his  soul! 

ARSULE! 

Let's  have  a  prayer  for  his  bread! 

BROTHEL- BRED! 

And  another  for  his  heqd! 

SUIT-HEAD! 

And  finally,  one  for  hhs  truck! 

CUNT -STRUCK! 

A  WAR-CRY. 

OoLi-ooli-ardray ,  whop  it  up  the  padre,  <y 

Which  way?  This  way! 

Any  fucking  way! 


ot-3t 


THE  LATRINE  SONG.  Tune:  Begin  the  Beguine. 

My  jodb  is  to  clean  an  Army  latrine, 

I'm  a  man  with  a  plan  for  each  pan 
That  everyone  ones; 

The  paper  is  ttsse,  on  each  side  the  news  is, 
to  read  while  you're  in  my  latrine.  • 

I  scrub  it  all  day,  and  half  of  the  night, 

I  keep  it  that  way,  the  way  you'd  expect  it. 

And  whan  it  gets  high,  I  just  disinfe  ct  it, 
Terrif ici&ly  clean  is  my  latrine. 

I  scrub  it  again  at  four  in  the  morning, 
ty  cobber  joins  in,  we  polish  the  chain, 
xnd  there  we  are,  scrubbing  away  together 
And  wondering  whether 
We'll  get  out  the  stain. 

What  taptures  I've  seen,  what  movements  divine  - 
But  the  crowd  eomes  along  and  we  find 
Our  efforts  are  wasted; 

The  walls  and  the  floor  that  were  clean 

Are  literally  pasted  - 

You  see  what  I  mean  in  my  latrine. 

0  they  can't  keep  it  clean,  that  bloody  latrine, 
lEEztkBxBBB±xiBxaiixwBtxiikBxsEixB.ElilntiBxpaiEt±B 
UsamdxtfaBxsdgBS? 

ABdxiimxtkifflkiEgxitxmigfatxdsEExbEXExgsbxfBKxtfen 
f  dxndgesp 

I  draw  maps  for  the  chaps  that  lay  craps  ia 
In  every  direction; 

I  lay  grass  for  each  arse  that  cannot  e 
Establish  connexion; 
at  it  all  goes  unseen  in  my  latrine. 

a  man  is  a  freak  and  must  leak  like  a  creek 
Make  him  pay! 

For  the  seat  is  all  wet  like  an  artist's  palette 
Round  the  edges; 

And  I'm  thinking  it  might  even  be  a  job 
For  the  dredges; 

But  I  still  stand  aloof  - 

They  can't  reach  the  roof  - 

It's  the  only  place  cle^n  in  my  latrine. 


ft*  h"”  J  A/dtv, 


JOHNNY  BATISSE.  \J 

0  Johnny  Babiese  you  beast, 

0  Jo|mny  Batisse  you  beast, 

0  Johnny  Batisse  you  beast  yougss  greased 

Your  little  dog's  arse  with  tar  ha-ha  he-he  he-he 

Bow  wow. 

In  Mesopotamia 
In  Mesopotamia 
In  Mesopotamia  you  greased 

Your  little  dog's  arse  with  tar  ha-ha  he-he  he-he 
Bow  wow . 

Because  he  had  diarrhoea 

Because  he  had  diarrhoea 

Because  he  had  diarrhoea  I  greased 

My  little  dog's  arse  with  tar  ha-ha  he-he  he-he 

TvjUaA  *.  /oxaXX  I*  +K-J-  Mrfyr0'*3  ) 
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THAT  WAS  A  CUTE  JLtTTLE  RHYME. 


tWrt**  X 

a-r~- |  c^~- pi  C  Sj) 


O^^fU  S'^1  fr°~'  ~~  Who 

w/o^s.  l^ooeH  «t*.  *‘A0,fw^^v|^ 


<T^  c^lcMirS  u/CiT^ 

<tujl  p*°  ptw-fn9*^4 


4W-T 

W^or<_  1 


&S 


That  was  a  cute.;little  rhyme; 

Tell  us  another-y,  just  like  the  other-y 
Tell  us  another-y,  do. 

Yes  YOU! 

There  was  a  young,  girl  called  Alice, 

Who  pissed  in  the  Pope* s, favourite  chalice; 

But  it  wasn't  dire  need  p  |i-  w»-s  a^a^A, 
That  inspired  the -deed,  j  va/=-a  oLcr~ *.  (£>/ 

>at  pure  Presbyterian  malice,  j  ,^r  cjvjB  ^ 

here  was  a  young  girl  called  Alice, 

Who  used  dynamite- for  a  phallus; 

They  found  her  vagina 
In  North  Carolina 

And  the  rest  of  her  somewhere  in  Dallas. 

.  .  .  .  '  *  .  ’  1  . 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Australia 
Who  painted  like  a  dahlia; 

The  colours  were  true  - 
Red,  white  and  blue  - 
But  the  smell  of  hi-s-  arse-  was  a  failure. 

)  fl-Jl  j 

There  was  a  young  girl  from  Azores 
Whose  cunt  was  all  covered  in  sores; 

The  dogd  in  the  street 
Used  to  eat  the  green  meat 
That  hung  in  festoons  from  her  draw  rs. 

0,  that  was  a  cunt  of  a  rhyme! 

Tell  us  another-y,  filthy  as  burgery, 
Tell  us  another-y,  do. 

;  /V  OcA^cry^{ 

(There  was  a  young  man  from  Bengal, 

Who  had  a  rectangular  ball;  •  JL^U-  - 

The  square  of  his  date 
Plus  his  penis  times  eight 
Was  two-fifths  of  five-eighths  of  fuck  all. 

There  once  was. a  fellow  called  Bill 
Whose  penis  it  just  wouldn't  fill; 

He  still  managed  to  scrape 
With  some  spunk  from. an  ape 
And  a  pump  and  considerable  skill. 


fluit  fU.  s-t Aw+- 


/  w/ 
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*  <^t> 

A  virile  young  parson  named  Bings 
Never  went  in  for  sheilas  and  things! 

He  slaked  his  desire 
In  boys  of  the  choir 
With  arsoles  like  velvet  on  springs. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Blackpool 
Who  had  a  red  ring  on  his  tool; 

He  went  to  a  clinic, 

The  doctor,  the  cynic, 

Said  'Wipe  off  the  lipstick,  you  tool! 

A  learned  young  Bishop  of  Buckingham 
writ:  a  treatise  oa  ..Six  Way.  of  Fackrng  'M 

3ut  a  —  " 

Did  more  valuable  work 
On  'Arsoles  and  Ten  Ways  of  Sucking  xlo  . 

TherhaH  f  uckUwltrhifsrgTriatnUihe’  gutter; 

Seratet:e0i.ii: 

And  turned  all  his  cum  into  .butter . , 

There  was  a  young  man  from  the  Cape 
Who  fucked  a  barbarian  ape;  < 

The  result  was  most  horrid, 

All  arse  and  no  forehead, 

And  one  little  ball  like  a  grape. 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Dave, 

Who  fucked  a  dead. moll  in  a  grave; 

He  said  'I  admit 
I'm  a  bit  of  a  shit, 

But  look  at  the  money  I  save.' 

There  was  once  a  reverend  dean, 

Who  invented  a  fucking  machine; 

At  the  ninety-ninth  poke, 

The  bloody  thing  broke, 

And  whipped  bis  balls, to  cream. 

There  once  was  a  soldier  called  Hamp, 

Whose  genitals  fell. off  in  camp; 

<3>  I  The  next  thing  he  knew 

They  turned  up  in  the  stew, 

And  his  semen  was  used  in  the  lamp. 

Cp-^f0 


4/ 


kidney; 


There  was  a  young  fel Low  from  Sydney 
V;1hj  could  put  it.  right  up  to  her 
p,u  t  a  mh  n  from  Guebec 
put  it  up  to  h*>r  neck  - 
He  had  a  big  one,  now  didn’t  he? 

There  was  a  young  girl  of  r 

Whoso  father  attempted  to  fork  her; 
put  she  seized  on  the  cat 
And  said  ’Father,  fuck  that; 

She’s  got  to  keep  earning  her  tucker’. 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Nerkin, 
fho  always  was  jerkin’  his  gherkin; 

Pis  mother  said  ’Nerkin 
^ton  jerkin’  your  gherkin, 

You*’  gherkin’s  for  firkin’,  not  jerkin’* 

There  was  a  young  f el  Low  called  West 
Whose  family  went  in  for  incest; 

With  father  and  brother 
He  fucked  sister,  grandmother, 

And  mother  and  aunts  and  the  rest. 

There  was  a  young  man  aimed  Wenzel 
Whose  penis  was  shaped  like  a  pencil; 

It  went  through  an  actress, 

A  sheet  and  a  mattress, 

And  finished  up  in  a  bedroom  utensiL. 


($or*e 


S<*v<a  j 


a  young  girl  called  Roda 
in  a  Chinese  pagoda; 


There  was 
Who  lived 

She  adorned  ail  the  walls 
With  the  spawn  and  the  balls 
An<\  the  tools  of  the  fouls  Who  bestrode 


ill  s 


/JUe 

her . 


of  fU  i 

nil  it- 


There  was  a  young  lady  of  Wantage 
Of  whom  the  town  clerk  took  advantage; 
Said  the  borough  surveyor 
•  Of  course  you  must  pay  her, 

You've  totally  a  ltered  her  frontage'. 

There  was  a  young  man  of  Cremorne 
Who  woke  up  one  horrible  morn  ^ 

To  find  out  that  ants 
Had  chewed  through  his  pants 
And  g obb led  half  of  his  horn. 


^\Wtn 
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There  vie  in  old  lady  of  Tottenhass 
Who  uaed  to  Bike  pies  and  put  snot  in  'eaj 
When  she  couldn't  get  this 
She  used  to  poe  piss 
Or  jerk  little  doggies  off  in  *ea. 

There  wad  s  young  poet  of » Thusio 

Who  took  twilight  walks  with  the  Muses. 

But  these  uyaphs  of  the  sir 
Are  not  quite  what  they  were, 

And  the  practise  has  led  to  abuses. 

There  woa  a i young  lady  from  Exeter 
And  all  the  young  men  craned  their  necks  at  ' 
But  one,  I  am  told,  /her 

Exceedingly  hold, 

Stood,  waving  his  organ  of  sex  at  her. 


em : 


There  was  a  young  bishfcp  of  Birmingham 
Who  fucked  all  the  girls  whilst  confimming  ’ 
Midst  roars  of  applause 
He’d  pull  down  their  drawers 
And  stick  his  episcopal  worm!  in  ’em. 

There  was  a  young  man  of.  Bombay/ A  lo^-lq 
Who  fashioned  a  cunt  out  of  clay; 

The  heat  of  his  prick 
Turned  the  clay  into  brick 
And  rubbed  all  his  foreskin  away. 

There  was  a  young  lady  of  Dover 
Who  used  to  have  shags  in  the  clover; 

She  needed  no  man 
To  accomplish  her  plan  - 

•(whistu)  t*  ’  ^ 

There  was  a  young  lady  of  Arden  (  ^ 

~d  ad  i  tv  t4v^^raxiii^n  • 

Vhen  ifney*said  ’  TelF*  us,'  Flo, 

Just  where  does  it  go?  ’ 

She  said  * (Gulp)  Beg  your  pardon?’ 

A  long-legged  girl  from  New  York 
Once  had  intercourse  with  a  hawk; 

Though  fun  while  it  Lasted 
She  /ave  birth  to  a  bastard 
With  feathers  ajid  legs  like  a  stork. 
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There  once  was  a  cop  from  the  Junction, 

Whose  penis  had  long  eeased  to  function; 

For  years  of  his  life 
He  deceived  his  poor  wife 
With  intelligent  use  of  his  truncheon. 


There  was  a  young  fellow  from  Kent, 
Whose  tool  was  most  horribly  bent? 
To  save  himself  trouble 
He  put  it  in  double,  t 
And  instead  of  coming,  he. went. 

’he  110  while  on  an  inspection 
Of  the  grea  of  Number  1  section 

Fell  arse  over  tit  ^ 

In  a  pit  full  of  shit,  V 

And  now  he  requires  disinfection.  ' 


u/J^  h~(  Cs: 

^  V'  }  K. 


There  was  a-  young  (girl  called  Matilda, 

Who  went  up  on -the-  rodf  with  a  builder?  - 
She  said,  for  a  joke, 

|Will  you  give  us  a  poke'  - 
He  did,  and  it  fucking  near  killed  her. 

There  was  a  young  girl'  from  Novgorod, 

7, 'ho  thought  that  all  babies  came  from  God; 
But  it  wasntt  the  Almighty 
Who  lifted  her  nightie  - 
It  was  ROGER  the  LODGER,  the  SOD!. 


IU'gUi^’V  “ 


There  ^aa  a  ycmng'man  from  Newcastle . ' 

^fho  wrapped  up  a  turd  in  a  parcel; 

He  sent  it  to  Spain 
With  a  note  to  explain 
That  it  came  from  his  dirty  black  arsole.. 


There  young  fellow  oalled  Ned, 

Who  fucked  a  young  girl  who  was  dead; 

His  tool  was  soon  caught  as 
In  set  rigor  mortis. 

Which  meante  that  he's  stuck  in  there  yet. 


There  once  was  «  young  girl  galled  Myrtle 
Who  had  intercourse  with  a  turtle; 

At  the  crack  of  dawn  •  • -  : 

She  gave  birth  to  a  prawn ,  !  ■ 

Which  proved  that  the  turtle  was  fertile. 
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There  was  a  young  man  from  Peru 
Who  li?sd  on  spunk,  spittle  and  spew; 

When  he  couldn’t  get  these 
He'd  eat  the  green  chejaaa  -  .  ... 

That  under  hie  foreskin  he  grew. 

There  once  was  a-£©ll©w  ftoe  Fcsth, 

The  dirtiest  ■'teastprd  on  earth;  •.  *  >•  -  •  % 

When  his  wife  vac  confined 
He  drew  down  the  blind 
And  sucked  up  the  afterbirth .  r;  -  •• 

\  An  eager  young  soldier  on  picket  < 

Started  pulling  himself  into  a  thiekot; —  ' 

At  the  very  last  thump  .  v  • 
v.  Hi®  ball  hit  bis  stump,  - 

And  he  was  caught  on  the  old  sticky  wicket#... 

\ 

There  once  w&a  a  yofeng  girl  of  Rosss 
Who  went  to  the  dentist  e*lox»;  •  t-.  ' -•  >.  •  < '  -f. 

In  a  fit  of  depravity.  1  i: 

>«*•  He  filled  the  wrong  cavity, 

Now  she’ a  nursing  jfcur-.  flili4®S.  tt  hoao#...  i\ 

.There  one©  woo  an  Arabian  Sheik'  >  •  <• 

Who  fell  are©  over  tit  .in  the  crooks 
His  testicles  bracked, 

)  And  each  night: in  the  act  '• 

\  He  never  could,  patch  up  tho  leak. 

There  was  6  young  ®onk  from  Siberia--.-  --  : 

Who  of  virtue  got  wearier  and  wearier ^  - 
One  night  just  for  fun  ' 

He  slept  with  a  nun 
And  made  her  a  Mother  Superior* 


There  once  was  .a  .fellow. called  Sprioksi  .  : 

Who  sat  on  a  lighted  skyrocket} 

The  rocket  wont  -  bang  ;  .  ■-  ~  1  •• 

His  balls  went  clong,u  >t,c  ; 

And  .they  .found  hie  cock  in 'his  pocket*’  •  u 

&  pervert  when  •  tired  of-  sucking  ’em,. 

Sat  down  on  •  the  great,  bridge  at  Buckingham,, 
Where  he  watched  all  the  stunts 
Of  the  cuat®  in  the  punts 
And  .the  ttrieks  of  ithc  pricks  who  were  fucking  •< 

oD-i-i- 
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There  was  an  old  man  of  Cape  Horn 
Who  wished  he  had  never  been  born* 

He  wouldn’t  have  been 
If  his  f at&er  had  seen 
That  the  8nd  of  his  frenchie  was  torn. 

There  was  a  young\lady  called  Starky 
Who  had  intercourse  with  a  darky; 

The  result  of  her  sins 
Was  quadruplets,  not  twins  - 
One  white,  one  black  and  two  khaki. 

There  was  a  young  lady  called  Dorrie 
Who  fell  arse  over  tit  in  a  quarry; 

She  fell  on  her  back, 

Spre&deagled  her  crack, 

And  in  drove  a  forty-ton  lorry. 

There  was  a  young  girl  frop  Kilkenny 
Who1 d  take  on  the  boys  for  a  penny; 

For  half  of  that  sum 
You  could  take  on  her  bum, 

Which  was  a 
Ak\  ^  Q  j" 

There  was  a 

Who  was  born  about  three  months  too  soon; 

He  hadn’t  the  luck 
To  be  born  by  a  fuck 
But  a  wet  dream  fed  in  with  a  sppon. 

There  was  a  young  man  of  Gosham 
Who  took  his  balls  out  to  wash  ’em; 

His  wife  said  ’Jack, 

If  you  don’t  put  ’em  back, 

I’ll  treqd  on  the  bastards  and  squash  ’em’. 

There  was  a  young  lady  of  Gloucester 
Whose  parents  both  thought  they’d  lost  her; 

But  they  found  in  the  grass 
The  prints  of  her  arse 

And  the  knees  of  the  bastard  who’d  crossed  her. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  the  Cape 
Who  attempted  to  rape  an  ape; 

The  ape  said  ’You  fool, 

You’ve  got  a  square  tool, 

You’re  pushing  my  arse  out  of  shape’. 


great  saving  for  many, 
(young  man  from  Duntroon 


There  was  a  young  aan  called  Borger 
Whose  penis  was  shaped  like  an  auger ; 

When  his  girlfriend  wore  rags 
He'd  still  have  his  shags 
By  using  his  drill  to  uncork  her. 

There  was  a  young  can  of  Whittingham 
Who'd  fill  kitbags  with  what  he  could  fib  in  • 
He'd  sometimes  use  spew  - 
When  this  wouldn't  dos 
He'd  out  with  his  arsole  and  shit  in  'em. 


There  was  a  young  judge  in  Assizes 
Whose  balls  were  two  different  sizes: 
One  was  so  small 
It  was  no  good  at  all, 

The  other  so  big  it  won  prizes. 

There  was  an  old  Virgin  called  Hulda 
Whose  arse  was  as  big  as  a  boulder; 
She  cleaned  her  vagina 
ith  a  vacuum  cleaner 
And  kept  up  her  corsets  with  solder. 


There  waa  a  young  man  named  Sylvester 
"■'hose  penis  had  started  to  fester; 

^  <*>***  oj-  /VS  OvV  A.  p  ‘'d 

And  wrecked  the  night  train  fforo  Chester. 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Liverpool 
Who  hau  a  triangular  too}; 

7 

$ 

Was  nothing  at  all,  you  Tool! 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Boston, 

Who  bought  himself  a  Mew  Austin; 

There  was  room  for  his  ass 
And  a  gallon  of  gas, 

But  the  rest  hung  out  and  he  lost  ’em.  (Bait  1 
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ma,  Tune,  ln  thc  fon 

IrZ 

And  takes  on  Ben  in  d  lays  her  do»n, 

L  And  never  ever  thinks  of  me/  ’ 

V  Fare  thee  well  for  I  ha/  ca*ght  it, 

I  11  never  know  the  -skufck  who  brought  it 

ArJ1  haff  my  tOCl  in  a/d°ctor's  surgery  ’ 

Add  »ay  the  cufe  go  „u  wl th  a? | 

She  left  me  for  a  poxy  J L,  p„„  je„ 

Lach  second  niefht  thAw  /„  y  ±  *  9 

And  now  my  whore,  who^oAce  was  truest  U8e</  t0 

Has  given  me  all  his  sthbs  -  for  free° 

nvd  l":e' 

So  noTies Tlx  iorym!°Cal  Cemetl,V • 

0  dig  my  grave  both/ wide  and 

Put  frenchies  at  J  head  S  f'  Z !  nn<J  deel>> 

And  on  my  atone  ™  ,  eet,  head  and  feet, 

To  show  the  wor Id/ 1  died^f  C°CkS> 

Fare  thee  well,  and  heed  mr  aUrv 

Andrainirfr°7ail  Promi^uous  whoring- 
And  pick  a  maid  eaeh  +  s  ’ 

(Ahd  even  thX  f  ££  ‘  ^  1 


OLD  KING  COLE  IN  TRa  ARMY.  Tune:  Old  i:i  n>  Cole. 

(Crnig  orogeesaively  to  this  stage) 

Now  Old  King  Cole  had  a  hairy  arsole,  ■  £> 

And  n  hairy  arsole  had  he, 

In  a  he  called  for  his  wife.iit  the  mi  idle  >•  f  t  e 
nigh-^,  •  . 

And  he  call  ed  ;  f  oi) ,  his .  a  Ijatan  ts  .thrwej-  .. 

'you'll  all  get,  shot.- up  the  ding’  sh  i<i .  One  adjtant 
'V.’liere  the  hel  1  As  >  keg’  ,sai  d  the  uiajnr,  : 

'Don't  use  such  strong  words '  said  .ihe  chaplain, 
Can't  get  a  drink-  in  the  mess'  sai.t  M .•■  e.Mifiin. 

/ge  do  all  the  work'  said  t  <e  suh>-i  terns , 

’Charge  that  ;inan'r  '  sai'd  the  :•»  or  ge  :rn  t-c»a  j  on , 

'Move  to  the  Viih't  i'h’  IbVe’es'  sd'i’d  tiV-*  ser  * nt. 
'Left  i1!  girt  'left,  ri  fht  le  rt’  said 'the'  corporal, 
'Beer  beer  beer’  said  the  privates, 
aetiy  sen  a"e  we, 

There's  none  so  fair  as  c"n  c-'-ipjrne 
rtitii  the  hoys  of  tne. infantry. 


RI FLi-  LdSSON  NO.  1. 

This  i's  my'fifle,  this  is  my  gun, 

This  is  for  fighting,  this  is  for  fun. 


MYSTERY  MAN; 


There  he  goes  upoa  his  toes, 
Where  he's  going  no-one  knp'srs 
After  arsoles,  I  suppose.  s 


OD-A? 


TTQBT  AS  k  Y  :  <  v  / 

Xi  "ht  a.  s  dr., m,  "ever  . .-YY' 

*•  fceJ  tih;Yy>.u"hr  *.*11  .overplay  tugger, 

.  The  poor  little  bugger  ^ 

He»n  never  be  very  E^aed’ bi  Er  and  bdlder 
And  when  he  .gets  ,  older  and  In  ..e 

And  takes  bimsdlf  m  han,J’  „  YY 

The  reason  why, ■  tne  reason  y  -  ~ 

•  Tie'  ll  never  understand.  J$  f 

They  tried  hid  a  a  ■  th  e  ^  1R>^ptr^J ^ea,,  h) 

The;-  trie;  |U=«S  “’or  without  success, 

The;-  tried  him  M' PYYo.lv  '  „0at  ■«»»,' 

Ynd  SO  he  itsde  s  uioot  ,r.. 

■U  Bo,  he's  iy  ct  »  cowjauy.  •  ,f.  •• 

Ti^ht  &s  a  dr  tub,  -  j  ;  % 

Mpy»r  been  done,  ..ui 

Npvor  been  interfered 

'"‘VH 

^  kaLLS  of  O'LMBYa,  Taxi*'.  The. -Bel  *’ 

The  balls  of  O'Lfary  r  .  ^,-ry 

Are  wrinkled  and  crtn.Jed  /-«« 
m.ocious,  curvaceous 

lihe  the ’dome  of  Ssin,  P»H-  -? 

The  people  all  muster  emit 

To  gaze  at  that  cluster,  y'*¥  1*'* 

And  the  girls  all  stain  «w  K**V 

At  the  outsize  pa ir  bft]Ls  „.,1Ss 

Of  O'Leary's  balls 
Of  O'Leary's  balls. 


HAP  A  WET  DR  CAM  LAST  .>1UH1Y  Tun  e  :  ^ 

Had  a  \v  ‘ t  dream  last  n'gh'  , 

CO;n  all  over  the  floor, 

&  Cleaned  it  up  with  my  toothbrush, 
Don't  clean  my  teeth  much  any  . . 

kiissed  the  window  last  night, 

-p  r?)  Perked  alt  over  the  floor,  .  *- 

Cleaned  it  up  with  my  ebirt-taiL, 
Don't  wear  that  shirt  much  any  more 


g-.n't  get 

around  much  a 
mu 
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101. 

101 «  never  been  gone, 

^aeea  of  oil  the  virgin® f 

So  to®®  to  your  motherp  you  fed-headed  bugger, 

Tou  don't  belong  to  me; 

You  Bight  think  you’re  pretty  but  we  think  you're 
You  eon  of  a  pregnant  bee!  /shitty 

You  want  to  rooted  bat  nobody  will 
So  come  to  us  and  get  your  fill, 

You'll  be  done*  you’ll  be  done,  you'll  be  done, 
Ocae,  done,  dene! 

you'll  see  them  rooting 
That  poor  virgin  fafr,  the  virgin  fair, 

They  lower  theaaelves  on  a  smooth  and  silken  hair, 
a  smooth  and  silken  hair, 

-v  *;£-) 
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THE  BALLS  SONG. 


Coler*^ I  x 


Don't  throw  the  pisspot  at  him, 

Wait  till  he  gets  out  of  bedd  and  grab  his 
anackers,  and  bash  ' em  on  the  deck; 
Knackers,  you  wrap  ' eh  round  your  neck, 
Knackers,  they  stink  like  crackers, 

Without  knackers,  you're  a  wreck. 


v 


Hitler  had  only  one  left  ball,  ■* 

Rommel  bad  two  but  very  small, 

Himabor  had  something  similar, 

But  poor  old  uoebbels  had  no  balls  at  all* 

Where  was  the  engine  driver 
When  the  boildr  burst?  They  found  him 
Skcjjxf Bniidxlitn  Buried^  beneath  a  pile  of  hay, 
His  bo&locks,  a  thousand  miles  a  way; 


Bollocks,  they  make  a  man  of  you, 
Bollocks,  they  taste  good  in  a  stew, 
Bollocks,  they're  you're  hydraulics, 
See  'em  on  the  monkeys  at  the  zoo ! 
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£  DIG  BLACK  -rrAOJTAfreJ 

A  is  for  A,  A-A,  A  ^  t UJr) 

B  is  for  Big,  Big,  A-A  Big 

S  is  for  Black,  Big  Black,  A-A  Big  Black 

S  is  for  Sausage,  Black  Sausage,  Big  Black 
Sausage,  A-A  Big  Black  Sausage 

U  is  for  Up,  Sausage  Up,  Black  Sausage  Up,  Bi|j 
Black  Sausage  Up,  A*-A  Big  Black  Sausage  Up 

K  is  for  My,  Up  My,  Saugage  Up  My,  Black  Sausage 
Up  My,  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My,  A-A  Big 
Black  Sausage  Up  My 

S  is  for  Sister's,  My  Sister's,  Up  My  Sister’s,® 

Sausage  Up  My  Sister's,  Black  Sausage  Up  My 
Sister's,  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister’s, 

A-A  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister' s 

C  is  for  Cat's,  Sister's  Cat's,  My  Sister's  Cat's, 

Up  My  Sister’s  Cat's,  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's 
Cat's,  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's  Cat's, 

Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's  Cat's,  A.- A 
Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's  'at's 

A  is  for  Arsole,  Cat's  Arsole,  Sister's  Cat's 
Arsule,  My  Sister's  Cat's  Arsole,  Up  My 
Sister's  Cat's  Arsole,  Epusage  Up  My  Sister's 
Cat's  Arsole,  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's 
Cat's  Arsole,  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sisterffi 
Cat's  Arsole,  A-A  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My 
Sister's  Cat's  Arsole 

• 

T  is  for  Twice,  Arsole  Twice,  Cat's  Arsole  twice, 

Sister's  Cat's  Arsole  Twice,  My  Sister's  (  at's 
Arsole  Twice,  Up  My  Sister's  Cat's  Arsole 
Twice,  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's  Cat's  Arsole 
Twice,  Black  Sausage  Up  Uy  Sister's  Cat's 
Arsole  Twice,  Big  Black  Sausage  Up  My  Sister's 
Cat's  Arsole  Twice, A-A  Big  Black  Sausage  Up 
My  Sister's  Cat's  Arsole  Twice 

D  is  for  Daily,  Twice  Daily,  Arsole  TwLce  Daily, 

Cat's  Arsole  Twice  Daily,  Sister's  Cat’s 
Arsole  Twice  Daily,  Hy  Sister’s  Cat's  Arsole 
Twice  Daily,  Up  My  Sister’s  Cat's  Arsole 
Tstfi  ce  Up  My  Sis“ter  oD-5^ 

. . ckt’s  Arscfe.'TuKo-. 3)ai(y . 


THE  QUAKffgRMASTifll'S  STORE. 

There  was  beer,  beer,  beer  you  couldn't  get  near < 
In  the  store,  in  the  store, 

There  was  bee-  ,  beer,  beer  you  couldn't  get  near 
In  the  Quartermaster' s  Store. 

Chorus :  My  eyes  are  dim  I  cannot  see, 

I  have  not  brought  say  specs  with  me, 

I  have  not  brogght  my  specs  with  me. 

There  was  meat,  meat,  squashed  up  on  the  seat. 


I  r* n  •  •  M* 

There  were  If  lies,  flies,  mixetr  up  li 

(Barrett  fucking  a  great  big  carrots 
Smithy  packing  a  great  bighfihitty; 
Sams  shitting  in  the  hams; 

Brock  sucking  a  frenchied  cock; 
Miller  rooting  the  Green  Gorilla; 
Johnnob-  what  a  bloody  homo; 

Spruce  sucking  maiden's  juice;) 


C*+l  . 

the  pier 


A  DABQEKOUS  PLACED 

•Twas  just  across  the  border  ^  - 

Oa  the  back  of  tfce  Kangaroo,  J  j 

My  uncle  owned  a  brothel,  ^’3 

And  a  fucking  beauty  too.  I  > 

Besting  her  head  in  a  spunk-filled  bed 
Was  Nellie,  sucking  a  roarer, 

While  on  the  floor,  jacked  up  a  whoce, 

Was  asy  uncle  Dan  McGraw. 

Madden ly 

'rfce  lights  went  0ut 
A  shot  rang  out 
A  women  screamed 
Plop 

Her  guts  fell  out 
I  got  out 

What  a  cunt  of  a  hole  that  was. 

THE  BASTARD  FROM  THE  BUSH  -  Usual  Version. 

"Who' 8  that  coming  down  the  track?"  y 

Said  the  Captain  of  the  Pbsh.  .  ' 

"Why,  fuck  me  ded<J,  it’ a  Foreskin  Ned,  y 

fBhe  Bastard  from  the  Bush!"  . 

"Have  a  cigarette" 

Said  the  Captain  of  the  Push.  Q JU  ^ 

"I’ll  take  the  fucking  packet"  \  > 

.  Said  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush.  # 

y^-Bver  kissed  a  girl?** 

Sajd  the  Captain  of  the  Push. 

"I’ve  knocked  'em  down  and  fucked  'em" 

Chid  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush.  _  t  C 

"Ever  luekdd  your  sister?"  won  ,  ,  *  4 

Said  the  Captain  of  the  Push.  w*>pp*>*  t 

"I’ve  even  fucked  me  brother"  „  *  ^  .  . 

Said  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush.  •**!  -  !£*»*>  J 

“Would  you  knock  a  man  down  and  rob  him?" 

Said  the  Captain  of  the  Push.  #  ^ 

"I'd  knock  him  down  and  fuck  him"  . .  . . . 

Said  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush.  ^<a*.law 

m 
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"Ever  iuekdd  your  sister?" 
Said  the  Captain  of  the  Push 


'I'd  knock  him  down  and  fuck  him" 
Said  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush. 


oD-sS' 


"Would  you  take  a  maiden's  baby?" 

Said  the  Captain  of  the  Push. 

"I'd  take  a  baby' s  maiden" 

Said  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush. 

"If  you  had  a  moll  to  keep  you 
Would  you  sweara  off  work  for  good? 
And  the  Bastard  from  the  Bush  replied: 
"My  fuckin'  oath  I  would!" 


Wo j-* 

ir«t  j~*u  ' 


lU  JK  11 


»  _  .  *U,  A  o/  ; 

(•A  y#*»  f  *7  J  I  .  .  ' 

/<>**  f» o?  ^  it  /  > 

I  mi**.-  ***  , 


*  •  * 


'/  O/jf  ^  , 


#  I—  **  •***  nW  “ 

/l  r  <  ^ 

v|7/  iwtfe  /I*  f++U*’^ 

•“  .  a.  ** 4  * 
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'jLy*  *■  rh  *'  -'-y*  ‘  oP'^ 
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thrle  ghrman  soldiers  crossed  thu  bsine. 

xhree  German  soldiers  crossed  the  Rhine 
Yo-ho,  vo  -ho;  ■  \ 

Three  German  soldiers  crossed,  th.v  Rhine,  > 
Thyy  ducked  +he  irnnen  and  .drank  the  wine, 
Yo-ho  you  burners,  yo-he  yo»  buggors;’ 

Landlord  have  yon  a  dan' ./h ter  fair. 

!'/lth  bri"ht  bli  e  tXes  and'  golden  hair?1  • 
yep  I  hare  a  daujjht.pr  fair 
ith  bright  blue  eyes  nnd  yolden  hair*. 

mr?ut  1  consider  she'  s  far  too  youn- 
To  be  fucked  by  every'  son-of-a- 


'0  father  dear  I' 
I '  vo  done  it  be  ft 


' :a  not  too  vouag,  1  S'*"} 

ore  with  ithe  pahsoh' s  'sou'  \w«»° 

i.ktiln  t  i 


Arm  in  arm  upstairs  thev  went 
And  ne»  t>,ej-cam«  i  ,wa'  tdei  r “legs  k,, .  be«t ! 

Throe  months  later  all  went  well  ' 

Six  months  later  she  started  to  ’•well. 

Nine  months  later  she  -ave  a  -runt 

And  ,  H»1(  - 

The  little  black  oa stare  *,„i  ,rr 

Yo-ho,  yo-ho-  ( °  ’ 

The  1  itrle  bl  ac k -bastard  grea  h:!<  ,rmr  ; 

I’  teked  the  women  and  his  another  ♦»* 

Yo-ho  you  buggers ,  yo-h.o  '•-<.-  y-i  . 

Yo-ho  yo-ho  yo-ho !  "  J '  ’ 


Vo** 
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MY  SISTER  ELIZABETH, 


Tune:  The  A 9b  Qrov 


My  qi.st^r  Elizabeth  bap  gonorrhea  and  syphi  1 
And  the  hairs  on,her  d-inky-dido 
B&nj  down  to  her  knees ;  *  !  -  * 

One  .red-  one,  one  *$hite  one, 

And  .onei^ith  *  bit  of  shite  on*,  *  ; 

The  hairi  on  her  d  inky-di-io  •  !  '  4  " 

II  a  n°  ,v  d  o*y  n  to  her  knees.  *5, 


I've  stroked  .'em,  I've  poked  'em, 

I’ve  evr*r>  rolled  -.’em  .up  and  smoked  ’em 
And  t  e  hairs  etc. 


I’ve  seen  'em,  I've  cleaned  'em, 
I ’ ye  actually  been  be twe e n  ’ Pin , 
And  tiie  hairs  e tc . 


•r- 


She  lives  on  *h^  mountain  and  .fishes,  like  a 


And  tii e  hairs  etc 


She  1  ives  oa  a  ca 1 11  and  . fiu; l<s  like  a 

And  the  hai  rs  Ate  .  .  ‘  .  J  -  4vala: 


’•She  lives  on  the  vf'a  ter  £r.ont . 

And  the  water  spurts  up  her  cunt, 
And  the  hairs  etc.  ' 


fVt  s«ck*A  W 
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a  VW  -  Ar*  ******** 
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SCHOOLBOY  RHYMES  AMD  TAGS. 
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TuT*  t.Wi  He***, 

IF  I  HAD  THE  WINGS  UF  AN  ANGHL.  /'  <^*^V  ?*-• 

. . . '  .  ’  "" . “  MyM. 

IT  I  had  the  Tarings  of  an  nn^el  , 

Or  the  balls  of  a  brass  kangaroo, 

Ifd  fuck  all  the  dames,  in  creation, 

And  send  the  results  to  the  zoot 

A  SOLDIER  I  WILL  Bri.  (cJjUa^  ~  fkc^^ 

Arsole,  arsole,  a  soldier  I  will  be, 

To  piss,  to  •> i  s  s ,  two  pistols  on  my  knee, 
vuck  yon,  fuck  you,  for  euriusity, 

•  **o  fight  for  m y  cunt 

To  fight  for  nrr  cunt 

To  fight  for  my  connt-e-reel 


AN  EPITAPH ♦ 

Done&fch  these  walls  lies  Headword  Dick, 

The  only  man  with  a  corkscrew  prick* 

A  He  searched  the  world  from  back  to  front 
To  find  a  girl  with  a  corkscrew  cunt. 

Bnt  when  he  found  her  he  dropped  down  dead- 
She  ha  p  petted  to  have  a  i  eft-hand  thre- 1  . 


Don’  t  know  ivhy,  got 
Got  a  zipper, 


T^»*C  : 


pe^'t  ^o~>  %h- 

stor^  \a/G3w^"L' 


no  button^  on  ray  fly, 


■Cos  me  fln.i  my  gal  think  it.'*  ^uucfe-er. 
ICeop  (jettiny-  up  her  all  the  time. 


DOWN  IN  .THE  VALLKY. 


n**~~*'S*H,  hfne-i 


Down  in  the  valley  where  nobody  goes 
•There  stands  a  young  maiden  without  any  clothes 
Up  coses  a  aw aggie  bold  as  a  brick, 

Down  with  his  strides  and  out  with  his  prick. 
Three  Booths  later  all  went  well, 

Six  months  later  she  started  to  swell, 

Nine  months  later  she  gave  a  grunt 

And  a  little  black  bugger  popped  out  of  her  cun 


op 


ox>~  6( 


phil  i .  ... 

Bctdsotd  Diek  trltb  f6Hy*f®6t  prick.  -  •  ■ 

Shoved  it  to  the-;  I  ®4y  nest-:  door}  •  1  1  f  -'  *  »  1 

She  thought. it  was  ft  enake  and  hit  it  with  ft  rak®, 
And  now  it* a  only  four  foot ■  four*  •.  - 

TELL  IT  TO  THE  MARINES.  Tunes  My  Bonnie. 

Bullshit,  bullshit,  . .  ~  ,  *f 

It  all  sounds  like  bullshit! to  e6^  5feo  rae;  ’  • 
Bullshit,  bullshit  ^  :  ' 

It  all  sounds ’like -buShthft  (to  jnef  <  .  •  f  '  \ 

*"W 

MULTIPLE  BIBTH.  Tunes  Harara- bocm-de-ay .  »■> 

T&r-ra-ra- boom-de-ay, ;  P 

Uy  wife  had  twins  today, 

Sucked  all  her  tits  away, 

Tara-ra- boom-de-ay !  . 


MBS.  MURPHY. 


iitn «  .  Conway  C-V .  I  % , 


’Good  naming,  Mrs.  Murphy ,  bless  yer  heart  end  eoul 
I  cast©  to .  fuck  your  daughter  hut  I  couldn*  t  find  her 

.  .  - '  -  *'■  !  •  _  hoi© 5 

And  when  I  .found  her  hole,  ftll  red  and  long  end  thin  p 
Bo  buggered,  Mrs.  Murphy,  I  couldn't  get  it  in!  ' 

And  when  I  got  it  in,  end  wriggled^  it  about,  <%,  fl1 

Be  buggered,  Ere.  Murphy,  I  couldn't  get  it  out!  ,  jl_  / 

And  when  I  got  it  out,  ali  stiff  end  red  and'  sore  -  i^y 
Be  buggered,  Mrs.  Murphy,  1*11  newer  fuek  her  no  • 

.....  .  ■  '  ■orelf*' 

•  ■  :  '  "  .  •  V 

A  DOCTOR'S  ADVICE. 

Don't  let  your  dingle  daugl©  i©  the  dirt^-  .  .. 

Wrap  it  up  in  paper  and  stuff  it  in  year  shirt  \ 

“  thou  -  it  -  won’t  -  get  -  hurt. 


Dan,  Ban,  the  ditty  Baa,  ‘  ‘ 

Washed  his  fact  in  the  lavatory  .pan, 
Coabed  his  hAir  with  the' leg  of  a  chair 
And  cleaned  his  teeth  with  the  prick  of 


a  bear. 
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CAPTAIN  COOK 


A 

*>/ 

H  A/ 


Captain  Cook  the  dirty  chook  r, 

Did  a  poop  behind  the  door;  f 

A  rat  case  vp  and  iik  ate  it  up 
And  said  ' I  want  soae  sore* . 

THE  STREET  UF  A  THOUSAND  AltSULES. 

In  the  Street  of  a  Thousand  Arsoles, 
By  the  Sign  of  the  Swinging  Tit, 
Lived  a  poxy  Chinese  maiden 
^y  the  name  of  Hoo  Fluhg  Shit. 

<he  was  waiting  there  for  her  lover, 
The  dashing  Dan  McGrew, 

When  who  vhould  round  the  corner 
But  that  bastard  Hong  Flong  Shoo. 

She  stepped  into  a  doorway, 

Hoping  that  he  would  pass; 

But  that  bastard  ducked  behind  her 
And  whopped  i t  up  her  arse. 


(sfUo  ^  ' 
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WRITING  BN  TOE  WALL. 


StGrd 


IlA,  A^O»^~S  Jtll£ 

WK  posb». 


MARY,  MARY 


<3 

(v^-j  j - 

o.  |<K°) 


Mary,  Mary  ,  very  hairy, 

How  does  your  eollshop  go?  -  .  , 

Wi&h  vaginal  jolly 

Just  under  my  bally  ■ 

And  prostitutes  all  in  a  rot?.  <u 

With  frenchies  Tor  fools  3 

To  put  on  their  tools  ,!  o\ 

And  harlots  at  ten  bob  a  go.  '  Q 

u~l~»  c 

I  GAVE  HER  A  PENNY.  'Aa«*  f&a ».%  *  U4  ««o  % 

——  *A«  6 

f  a  ,  penny 


B  HER  A  PENNY.  ^w©*  yfea «.©  -  W  «**j  % 

■  ■  "  *  -  *  ’  -  »  * 


I  gave  her; 
She  wouldh* 


,  penny 
have  any 


I  gave  her  a  trey 

She  said  ’Go  aura y’ -£  A*.  *« 

I  gave  her  a  pound  SK*  ®al®*  t  *'•”  "3 

She  l^y  on  the  ground 

I  gave  her  a  sack 
She  opened  hor  crack 

And  in  popped  Hairy  Willie.  T 


NOTICES. 

SOCIETY  NOTICE  }  This  is  whore  the  nobs  hang  o 

CARPENTERS  BEWARE  -  Many  tools  have  been  pinch 
k  here. 

.*  N8TICE  T0  ““TIMERS  -  Don't  leave  year  auggel 

on  the  ©eat. 

i  ^UlITTED  ROOB  >  This  1.  .here  the  big  he.de 
fk  hand  out. 

r 

WARNING  TO  TENNIS  PLAYERS  -  Watch  out  for  your 
^  balls! 

NOTICE  TO  FISHERMEN  -  The  crabs  are  biting  wel 

today. 

^  What  are  you  looking  down  here  for,  you  dirty 
X  ^  bastard? 

Don't  shit  on  the  seat;  you're  not  ftt  home  bow. 
You  are  now  shitting  at  an  angle  of  450. 

OD-G^j 


t.;gg  CQjSffHPATED'S  tament. 

H#re  I  git  all  broken- hcartod 
Paid  a  peony  acd  oaiy  farted® 

THE  ARCHITECT*  S  PT.RA. 

I  built  this  little  ebtibouee; 

I  built  it  clean  and  neat |  1 

So  please  control  your  ar soles 
And  don't  shit  on* the  seat* 

A&YZCE  TO  THE  LOVELORN.  . 

JBC  «  *2  «v  ? 

You  ease  to  shit,  not  play  thejfofij. 

So  pull  the  chain  and  uoi  yoh£  tool* 
ANOTHER.  PLEA.  •  . 

Wo  aia  to  please; 

You  aim,  to  pleas® 

The  Shithouse  Cleaner* 

NOVELETTES  from  a  Merewether  Gunpit. 


THIS  IS 
WHERE  I 
LOST  IT 

SO  BEWARE,  GIRLS, 
IF  YOU  rARE 
A  VIRGIN. 


CA  ' 


THE  MOTHER  OF  INVENTION. 

~  " 11  ■  csvpey’ 

H©r©  I  ©it*  and  cu|>  &  cupjr* 

Cannot  find  a  bit  of  paper® 

My  train  is  in ,  I  cannot  linger; 
Guess  I'll  have  to  use  my  finger. 

TYPES. 

Some  come  here  to  sit  and  wonder, 
Some  to  shit  and  fart  like  thunder. 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF  EARLY  CHILDHOOD. 

Jack  Sprat  he  raised  a  fat. 

And  it  was  long  and  lean; 

He  stock  ten  inches  in  his  wife 
ith  hijB  mother-in-law  between. 
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sucn  IS  LIFE. 

No  matter  how  £ou  jump  and  dance 

The  l&St  drop  always  goes  down  your  pants. 

It's  no  use  standing  on  the  seat, 

The  crabs  here  jump  fifteen  feet. 

JEPVICK  MEDICAL  AND  SOCIAL. 

Better  to  fart  and  bear  the  shame 
Than  hold  it  in  and  bear  the  pain. 


N< 
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CAREERS  adviser. 

k  man's  ambition  must  be  small 
To  write  upon  a  shithouse  wall. 

A  girlfik  ambition  must  be  worsd 
To^carry  french  letters  in  her  purse. 

I  WISH  I  WERE. 

I  wish  T  were  a  diamond  ring 
Upon  my  girlfriend ' s  hand, 

Then  every  time  she  wiped  her  arse 
I'd  see  the  promised  land. 


■H 
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INCOMP ATABILITY . 

* 

This  bloody  shithouse  is  no  good  at  all;  ^ 

The  seat  is  too  high  and  the  hole  too  small. 

To  which  I  make  the  obvious  retort: 

Your  arse  is  too  big  and  your  legs  too  short. 

REINCARNATION. 

One  would  think  by  all  this  wit  aA 

That  Shakespeare’s  ghost  came  here  to  shit. 

ROSES. 

Roses  are  red,  violets  are  blue,  V  ' 

You  fuck  me  and  I'll  fuck  youx. 

When  rosea  are  red  they're  ready  to  pluck, 
[When  girls  are  sixteen  they're  ready  to  fuck. 


VlRILfTY. 

Be  a  fool  and  not  a  man,' 

Pull  your  prick  whenever  you  can. 


OD-CC. 


THE  MOTHER  OF  INVENTION. 


Be  a  man  and  not  a  bone, 

In  the  pan  not  on  the  floor. 

Gentiemen,  be  seated,  and  let  the  matter 
drop. 


If  you  shit  in  this  hall 
Uae  the  paper  not  the  vail. 

If  no  paper  can  be  found 
Wipe  your  arse  along  the  ground. 
If  the  ground  is  too  hard 
Don't  wipe  it  at  allj  f*ifd  . 

NEXT  TU  GODLINESS. 


DID  HE  MEAN  IT? 

If  you  are  not  satisfied  with  Australia,  go  back 
to  the  shithouse  you  came  from. 


VOCATION. 

Some  come  hese  to  write  their  wi|>, 
Wthers  come  here  to  have  a  shit. 

Don’t  despise  the  shithou&e  poet; 

He  may  be  great  and  you  not  kaow  it. 

Some  come  here  to  sit  and  think, 

But  1  come  here  to  shit  and  stink. 


BEWARE? 

If  you  want  a  cool  surprise, 
Pull  the  chain  before  you  rise. 


Men  who  enterxfansai  please  he  alerted; 
That  man's  mind  is  sure  perverted. 

MORE  NOTICES. 


Bucks  with  short  horns,  please  stand 
(From  a  Zoo  lavatory!) 

SURPRISE? 


close . 

0 


Here  I  sat  in  the  evening  .wist 
Listening  to  the  trickle  of  piss, 
When  a  deafening  fart  I  heard, 

F ounu  I'd  dropped  a  rubbling  turd. 


DO  IT  YU U REELF 


If  you  want  do  shit  with  ease 

Place  your  hands  upon  your  knees,  j 

(Jive  a  grunt  ang  then  a  squeeze, 

And  out  she  slides  like  votten  cheese. 


INDICTMENT  . 

You’re  the  cunt  who  fucked  my  daughter,  V  • 
Bucked  her  hole  and  stopped  her  water. 


A  VARIATION. 


I  paid  2d. 

and  wasn't  broken-hearted 
cos  I  didn't  only  shit 
but  I  also  farted. 


YET  MORE  NOTICES. 


Piss  if  you  1 ike 
Shit  if  you  like 
BUT  DON’T  MISS! 


AN  HONEST  MAN  I 


Some  come  here  to  write  their  wit, 
Others  come  here  to  have  a  fit; 

But  actually,  without  any  bull, 
t±  I  come  here  to  have  a  pull. 


BIOGRAPHY. 


U?  name's  John  Brown,  I  drink  and  smoke, 
And  lend  my  bum  to  any  other  bloke. 


SLAVED RIVER !  ^  i 

You  don't  come  here  to  pull  and  fuck  /=jerk? 
But  to  have  a  shit  and  back  to  work. 


THE  PURPLE-PEOPLE-EATER. 


A  purple  people  eater  is  a  cock  sucker  with 
high  blood  pressure. 

VI n/rrlttWbS  "84*  IW.  ib 
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PI SCOUBAOBMENT 


If  you  cose  here  at  Nature's  call, 

Don't  write  your  name  on  the  sfeithoaoe  wall*  jj'f 
For  if  you  do  attempt  your  tit, 

You  ofely  shine  where  others  ehit. 


IS  IT  A  RIPPLE? 

Be  ms  a  man  and  not  &  fools 
Suck  your  cock  and  not  your  tool. 


PSCYHO ANALYST’S  ADVICE. 

Help  yourself  to  overcome  strain: 
Pull  your  tool  before  the  chain. 


TOY  WONDER? 

Here  I  sit  and  shit,  and  wonder 
Bhy  ay  prick  stood  up  like  thunder. 
LAYING  A  GHOST. 

If  Shakespeare  did  come  here  to  shit 
The  smell  was  stronger  than  the  wit. 


AMBITION. 

A  man's  ambition  oust  be  great 
To  fuck  a  girl  by  her  front  gate. 

A  man's  ambition  must  be  poor 
To  write  upon  a  shithouse  door. 


A  woman's  ambition  must  be  worse  still 
To  let  a  man  just  for  the  thrill. 


oD-W 


LITERARY  LAPSES. 


THE  FOUR. 


I'b  an  autocratic  figure  in  these  deamcratic 

,  states,  , 

l  a  a  dandy  demonstration  of  hereditary  traits; 
As  the  children  of  the  baker  bake  the  most  delie- 

,  _  , .  ious  breads. 

And  the  sons  of  Casanova  fill  the  most  exclusive 

beds, 

As  the  Barrymores  and  Roosevelts,  and  others  I 

could  name 

Inherited  the  talents  that  perpetuate  their  fame, 
Hy  position  at  the  summit  of  society  I  owe 
To  the  Qualities  my  parents  bequeathed  me  long  - 

ago. 

My  pappy  was  a  gentleman,  and  musical  to  boot: 

He  used  to  play  the  piano  in  a  house  of  ill- 

repute. 

The  Madame  was  a  lady,  and  a  credit  to  her  cult; 
She  enjoyed  my  pappy's  playing,  and  I  was  the 

result. 

So  my  mqmmy  and  my  pappy  are  the  ones  1  have  to 

thank 

That  I  am  now  the  ehaiiman  of  the  National  City 

Bank . 


CHORUS: 

\  '  .-C  ..  4 

Oh  our  parents  forgot  to  get  married, 

Oh  our  parents  forgot  to  get  wed; 

Did  a  wedding-bell  chime,  it  was  always  a  time 
When  our  parents  were  somewhere  in  bed,  tra  la  li 
When  our  parents  were  somewhere  in  bed. 

Oh  thanks  to  our  kind  loving  parents 
We  are  kings  in  the  land  of  the  free, 

Your  banker,  your  broker,  your  Washington  joker, 
Three  prominent  bastards  are  wen,  tra  la  la. 

Three  prominent  bastadds  are  we. 

In  a  cozy  little  farmhouse,  in  a  dozy  little  delf 
A  dear  oldfashioned  famer  and  his  daughter  used 

to  dwell. 

She  was  pretty,  she  was  charming,  she  was  tender,. 

she  was  mild,. 

And  her  sympathy  was  such  that  she  was  frequently 

with  chil< 

The  year  her  hospitality  attained  an  all-time 
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She  . be casio  the  happy  mother  of  as  infoqf,  which  w< 
O  ki,  nvstkSi.  Jgf  ?un  Co^jfdt  u!Ni5£»  Wfvo  l\j 

Whekevei'  oho  was  gloomy  I  could  always  makes, her* 


\  ^y' childishly  inquiring  who  my  peppy  could  have  b< 
Thq  hirga  man  was  favoured  by  the  girls  in  Bother ' 

.  i  ,  eel 

And  the  traveling  man  fro®  Scranton  was  an  even- 

:  •  ,  '  .  ;  ■  .  money  b« 

But  such  were  mother* s  morals,  and  such  was  her 

^ - • '  A***-  v&ttf9r§/.  allure 

That  even  Jqe  MeD&rthy  wasn’t  altogether  sure./ 

^  took  my  mother  *  s  morals,  and  I  took  jsy 

c  father*  s  cru 

And  A  grow  to  be  the  founder  of  the  Chase  Invests® 

-  .  .  ;  -  ,  „ .  ■/  Trust 

..  ©n  a  cozy  little  chaingang^  on  a  dusty  Southern  ro 
My  l&te  lamented  pappy  had. hie  permanent  abode. 


V  \  w  vw.  a*  warn-  •  maw  | #<y>  ta«iu  m*at  a*  q?  » 

U X  iy  Row  SOSO:  wbr©  there  for  fetealing,  but  ay  pappy's 

v'*  only  fault 

Wa*  an  overwhelming  weakness  for  criminal  assault. 
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Ei®  philosophy  was  simple,  and  free  ffon  moral  tap 
, Seduction  Is  for  aieoiee,  but  a  he-man  wants  his 

rape. 

Dad's  total  list  6f  victims  was  embarrassingly  ric 
And  though  one  of  them  was  mammy,  he  couldn't  tell 

: '  >  ■  .  •  «  ■  v  .  -  me  which 

Well,  I  dldn?  t  go  to  college,  but  I  got  me  a  degre 
I  reckon  I'm  a  model,  ©f  a > perfect  S.Q.E. 

I'm  a  debit  to  By  country  but  a  credit  to  my  da'* 
I'm  the  most  oxponsive  senator  the  country  ©vei 

-  '  -  '  '  had. 

I  remember  Shddgt'  s  warning,  -that  raping  is  a  crime 
Walesa  you  rape  the  voters  a  million  at  a  time. 

a*  \  •  '■  ■■  ’  -• 

r's  an  ordinary  figure  in  these  democratic : states, 
A  pathetic  demonstration  of  hereditary  traits. 

.  the  children  oi  the  cop^s  possess  the  flattest 
.... .  w  '  kind  of  feet 

Add  the  daughters  of  the  floozies  has  a  waggle  in 

her  seat, 

My  position  at  the  bottom  of  society  .1  owe 

To  ihfc  qualities  my  parents  bequeathed  me  long  ago. 

My  father  was  a  married  man,  and  what  is  even  aore, 
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He  was  married  to  mother  -  a  fact  which  I 

dep&hre. 

I  was  born  in  holy  wedlock,  consequently  by  and  bj 
I  was  rooked  by  every  bastard  with  plunder  in  his 

r  ,®ye . ' 

I  Invested,  I  deposited,  I  voted  every  fall, 

And  if  1  saved  a  penny,  the  bastards  took  it  all. 
At  last  1  learned  a  lesson,  and  I'm  on  the  proper 

track: 

I'm  a  self-appointed  bastard,  and  I'm  out  to  get 

it  hack! 


HE  BRIDE'S  LETTER. 


Lord  Byron? 


A 


Dear  Bella,  '\  V  v* 

At  parting  I  promised  to  write  •  - 

And  confess  to  you  all  that  happened  that  night 
That  Frank  and  your  Rasa,  were  joined  hand  in  hand 
And  allowed  to  fulfil  all  that  love  can  demand. 

Ah,  Solomon's  wisdom  has  never  portrayed  S~-  f 
The  wonderful  ways  of  a  man  with  a  maid!  — — 

Be  asoared^J'fiiey  ean  only  be  shown  •  " 

By  lessons  in  bed  with  a  pan  of  your  own .  — 


However,  I'll  tell  you  as  well  as  I  can 
Of  all  thalx  I've  been  shown  of  the  ways  of  a  man, 
So  that  you  (little  innocent  damsel!)  may  learn 
How  the  game  must  be  played  when  it  comes  to 

your  turn. 

When  breakfast  was  over,  Frank's  carriage  and  fom 
Well-appointed  and  handsome,  drove  up  tb  tho  door, 
ind  we  started  for  Brighton,  exactly  at  noon, 

To  spend  in  seclusion  our  sweet  honeymoon. 

Bright  sunshine  was  with  use  the  whole  of  the  way, 
And  dear  Frank  appeared  most  amorous  and  gay  - 
So  excited  indeed,  that,  although  in  the  carriage^, 
He  began  to  indulge  in  the  freedom  of  marriage. 

After  drawing  the  blinds  and  removing  ay  wrap 
He  lifted  me  bodily  into  his  lap; 

I  snuggled  against  him,  my  head  on  his  shoulder; 

I  kissed  his  dear  lips,  and  that  made  him  boulder, 

For  with  passionate  kisses  his  lips  mine  pressed; 
Sis  hand,  ' neath  my  chin,  quickly  stole  to  my 

breast. 


'^*2  — 
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Blggillag  ggigsca.-  L  cfcrmgffled;  with-  *K3ia  ■ 

,  •-  begged  him,  protesting,  to  wait  for  the  night.,  ■ 

!  ffo  iearo,  ’eai4.^o‘'oaa'  could 

Ah  suddenly  fcp  parted  py  legp  pith  hie  knee,  t  ! 

•*  iwepi^  S5F 

While  hib'  othbr  hand”  be  Id*  mo  unailo  to  rise.*"  *  * 

?  2  w3  frightened  smdp  cbeekMV  tat  Mm t  could*  I  ®©y? 
So  Liaaotlod  against  him  and  gdv©  him  his  way. 
Beaming  and  toaoieg,  hia  hand  remained  there, 
Ctesresoing  mo  gently  and  tickling  the  hair.  ...  J  s 

His  frivolity  lasted  for  over  an  heus*^ > •*  .  : 

And,  reclining,  I  gave  my self  into; his  power 
-- 4 resisted., no  core; ;  just  between  you  and  me, 

> t •  •  5  f olti  rather  •  thrilled  •»  though  I  tried  ; net  to  be. 

•  then 'fee  reechbd  ©hr  hotolj ’and  found;'all  prepared: 
Our  apartment o  were;  eocy  and  thoroughly!  aired, 

And  dinner  was  nerved  -  but  py- appetite  had  vanished 
For  really,  ©neitemoat -all  other  things  banished. 

How  the  evening  was  spent,  His  superfluous  to  write 
For  I  know  you'd  re^d  on  till  you  eto  the  word 

s:.  *  1  *  •  ■  *  •  »  ■  4  1  '  ^  ■  £  # night9  • 

.Well,  attptd  and  1*11  draw  the  dark  curtain  aside 
And,! reveal  you  tho  mayo  of  a  man  and  his  bride. 

Ydfe  rtfienbor  how  often  wo  longed  to  discover 
...What  cQBtatteno  wore  found  in  the  «pms  of  a  lower? 

■  - Woll<  eow  wasTEyicheneOj  feut*I- only  felt  't&i&tJ* 

And  blushed  iand.  looked  nervous,  despite  all :  reWtrsiEi 

Frank*  so#  *fejy  condition,  and  ' tenderly  said :  ~ 

look  Hired,  Esses  darling,  eo  run  off  Ho  bed. 
Eot^iknow  whora.  tho  room  is,  ‘-you '  ro  ‘  sure  of  tfso 

'  '  4  v  '  Ll  *  •'  ’  :  ?  j  «*•'''■•  *  Boabe^) 

.Hake  hasto-.-oed <  I  •  11  com®  to  watete  -over  your  slumber  .» 

Tfea-.aly  cacghty  boy!  but  I  knew  what  he’ meant; 

So,  modestly  flushing,  I  kissed  hia  and  went. 

;  scare© ly  undressed  and  prepared  for  ay  doom 

A. Lheord  the  door  open  -  he'd  entered  the  room. 

mti^at  I  lay,  between  womder  and  dread 
the  itteret^  tof  f  hie  clothes  end  W1  imbed  into  bed. 

«  fit!  '  _ 

_ _ _ 
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Ia  &&  instant  I  felt  myself  clasped  in  his  arms, 

And  quickly  lost  most  of  my  girlish  alarms. 

Be  soothed  me  so  fondly,  and  gave  me  such  kisses, 
That  my  blood  seemed  to  crave  for  more  exquisite 

blisses. 

Then,  taking  my  mightie,  he  slipped  out  my  arms 
And  drew  it  right  off  me  without  any  qualms. 

Well,  perfectly  naked,  I  lay  by  his  side 
And  vainly  endeavoured  my  blushes  to  hide 
As  his  hand  wandered  o'er  me  and  gently  caressed  > 
ere,  my  pen  cannot  write,  but  I  think  yon  have 

guessed. 

^ut  reserve  quickly  vanished,  and  love,  unrestrained 
By  shyness  or  fear,  triumphantly  reigned. 

All  his  passionate  kisses  1  freely  returned, 

For  flame  of  desire  in  me  irresistibly  burned. 

Soon  his  arms  went  around  me,  and  without  more 

delay 

He  held  me  firmly  beneath  him,  as  a  lion  its  prey. 
Then  his  knees  pushed  at  mine  till  he  forced  them 

apart ; 

I  felt  something  touch  me  like  the  point  of  a  dart. 

He  manoeuvred  it  gently,  and  brought  it  to  rest 
With  the  tip  at  the&  entrance,  then  lay  on  my  breasl 
Cuddling  me  closely  he  pressed  with  his  lance  / 
Till  closer  and  closer  I  felt  it  advance. 

"he  pressure  increased,  till  I  cried  out  with  pain 
Vnd  implored  him  to  stop  -  but  I  pleaded  in  vain, 
for,  helpless  beneath  him,  in  frightened  submission, 
x  felt  a  sharp  pain:  the  dart  gained  admission.  . 

So  severe  was  the  pain  that  I  begged  with  a  sigh 
'Please  don’t  push  so  hard,  or  I'm  sure  I  will  die'. 
But  tears  and  entreaties  alike  went  unheeded 
As  intent  on  his  purpose  the  despoiler  proceeded. 

Although  he  was  arsed  -  as  I  thought  -  like  a  giant, 
Apparently  nature  has  made  us  quite  pliant, 

For  I  found  myself  yielding  to  every  aggression, 

And  before  very  long  he  gained  total  poesession. 

But  0  what  a  wonderful  weapon  that  lance  is, 
.Surpassing  by  far  our  most  ladylike  fanciaoe! 


So  roolctluos  it®  power,  -  $o  surprising  Its  ‘length, 

I  felt  its  dimanoi©©®  an&*  i£&  terrible! strength. 

.Mew  1  fensd,-  my  dear  £®ll$v  that  eaying  to  fee  true 
That  a  san.asd  bio  wife  are  one  and  cot  two,  -  ■ 

For  a  union  so  close  all  description  surpasses,** 
Can  scarcely  be  believed  by  you- innocent  lasses. 

Of  course,  by  this  timo  I'd  forgotten  my  f tight, 
For  the  pain  was  replaced  by* thrills- of  delight, 

As  with  my  knees  partly  flexed  round  his  legs  S 

And .  in  passionate,  rhythm  eur'  bodies-  combined . 

i-'x  *  1  ■* 

With  his  knees  pressing  mine  he  began  the  etb,'  ->* 
First  drawing] it.  dot,  then  pushing  it  back, 

While  wit&'- arms  round  his  neck  and  thighs  wide  apaz 
I  thrilled  to  each  stroke  of  the  rapturous  dart. 

Each  passionate  stroke  was  delightfully  given 
And  X  seemed  to  bo  wafted  ebohanted  to  heaven 
As  his  weapon  of  bliss,  with  strong  steady  motion, 
Did  its  work  with  exquisite  skill  and  devotion. 

i  ■ 

•  Thus  we  reveled ' in  Joy,  till  Our  transport  at  last 
|  -•  Reached  the  climax  of  Hymen's  delightful  repast. 

|  ‘  I  thought  I'd  be  crushed  as  Frank  sank  on  my  breast 
'  But  a  rapture  untold  pee mod  to  add  to  my  seat. 

■  *  I  could  feel  deep  Within  no  the  conqueror  swelling, 
Throbbing  with  the  strength  of  an  outburst  impolite 
.  So  to  his  bigorous  frame  like  a  tendril  I  clung, 
l  Wb$Jo  our  lips  with  lascivious  kisses  I  clung. 

For  a  moment  ecstatic  dissolving  we  lay; 
f  Then  a  fountain  of  love  seemed  to  bunst  into  pin,, 

|  Add  there  thrilled  through  my  veins  an  o' erpowerifig 

_•  ;•••  .  i  sensation 

As  1  felt  .tho  wee®  pledge  of  our  love's  coneeamatio 

*  ,  , 

Although  the  first  tempest  of  his  passion  was  speht 
’My  beloved  on  farther  achievement  was  bent, 

,  fE«r  he.  still  -kept  possession,  with  ardour  subdued, 

:  And,  qabuseing  ®©  closely,  the  pastime  pursued . 

I  ©flighted  I  felt  the  keen  impulse  again 
j  And  returned  with  fresh  ardouns  the  strokes  of  ay 
I  .  swain, 

I  » tSSinJ8®' f ft cs*  O  lr  SySu^U HK«FdiHt  * 

t  ITS  far 
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2*  “  ^  iD  h&rd’  tJL11  fitted  quite  tight 

But  nant?  !!’  60  lf  to  Pr°l°ng  the  delight^ 
t  tU  P^ting  with  pleasure,  ay  breath  almost  gone 
nge  or  brisk  action,  and  murmured  ’Keep  oa»  ,* 

And  ^^ntjhD’  “y  8ummomB  ™8  quickly  obeyed., 

.  d-  ^gain  the  warm  tribute  of  ecstasy  paid, 

As,  pulsating  with  love,  his  stalwart  erection 
Delivered  within  me  its  thrilling  injection. 

We  abandoned  ourselves  with  intensified  zeal 
To  delicious  sensations,  so  wonderfully  real, 

HI,  exhausted  and  fain*,  with  our  passion  quit® 

*e  lay  side  by  side  in  blissful  content.  SPeD*’ 
Thus  the  first  act  of  wedlock  was  brought  to  a 

And,  naked,  we  rested  in  quiet  repose.  *  : 

But  my  dreams  so  reflected  our  amorous  game 

Ihat  I  started  and  woke  with  my  blood  all  aflame. 

Wafr+h»€J  bjT t?6  al®ep»  Bjyyfirat  thought  on  waking 
Was  the  knowledge  that  sore  could  be  had  for  the 

So  I  cuddled  to  Frank  with  warm  ardent  kis^es1^ 

As  a  hint  that  I  sought  a  renewal  of  blisses.  ! 

This  action  awakened  my  ardent  young  swain,  .  ' 

With  desire  all  aroused  for  excitement  again,  '  ! 

For  he  rested  my  hand  on  the  source  of  our  pleaaa-G 
The  pride  of  his  manhood,  and  a  woman's  best  trea-'. 

sure .  j 


It  was  soft  and  quite  firm,  but  attached  to  its  fcjj 

Were  two  little  globes,  enclosed  in  a  case. 

I  couldn't  resist  it,  but  gave  them  a  squeeze, 
While  my  darling  lay  smiling  in  sensuous  ease. 

His  purr  as  1  fondled  him  seemed  to  grow  stronger  ! 
Till  at  last  he  was  able  to  stand  it  no  longer. 

For  he  cuddled  against  me,  and  qith  one  quick  tilt 
Plunged  the  weapon  right. in  me,  up  to  the  hilt. 


Once  again  we  pursued  our  delightful  employment. 
Straining  each  nerve  to  increase  the  enjoyment, 

Wh list  murmurs  of  ecstasy  marked  each  stroke 
And  the  bed,  by  its  creaking,  our  ardour  bespoke. 


& 

At  .last  wo  attained  love's  complete  Invocation 
And  fftred  oat  together  Hymen's  great 'libation.  , 
Thus  alternately  sporting  and  sleeping  ve  lay 
For  the  rest  of  the  night  and  well  into  the  day. 

Six  times  we  indulged  in  this  amorous  riot; 

(My  love  by  now  seemed  disposed  t©  be  quiet) 

But,  to  tell  you  thg.  truth,  if  wejA  had  half,  a  score 
I  would  have  coaxed.  him,  and  coveted  more. 

But  he  thought  it  more  prudent  and  wine  to  observe 
The  maxim  of  keeping  a  force  in  reserve. 

Besides,  he  could  scarce  do  his  utmost  best  “•  « 

If  his  strength  weren't  renewed  and  replenished1  by 

r*st. 

Still  I  nestled  against  him,  with  quenchless  desire, 
And  fanned  the  wan  embers  of  love's  waning  fire* 
Growing  bolder  and  bolder,  I  teased  with  one  roving 

hand , 

Ti|l  I  felt  -.my  dear  playfollow  grow  and  expand. 

Very  soon  it  had  reapbed  its  former  perfection, 

And  proudhy  it  stood  in  its  proudest  erection. 

Bqt  Frank  (lazy  boy!)  just  lay  on  his  back 
And  declared  it  my  turn  to  commence  the  attack. 

So  I  mounted  at  oncd1,  after  parting  the  hair, 

And  placed  the  dart  in  position  with  infinite  care, 
Then  extended  my  body  full  length  on  his  chest, 
Determined  to  please  him  by  doing  my  best. 

Astonished,  he  said  'Bou're  a  hot  little  devil! 

Y$u*  re  not  a  bit  backward  in  joining  the  revel ♦ ' 

From  the  first  he’d  imagined  I  wouldn't  be  cold. 

But  seemed  quite  delighted  to  find  me  so  bold. 

He  said  he  was  happy  and  pleased  beyond  measure 
To  think  that  he'd  won  such  a  lovable  treasure. 

My  work  thus  receiving  such  encouraging  praise 
I  continued  the  if fort  with  no  more  delays. 

After  letting  my  elbows  press  close  to  his  side 
j  I  moved  up  and  down  slowly,  still  riding  astride ; 

|  Then  with  long  rapid  stroke®  very  soon  I  succeeded 
In  obtaining  the  pleasure  we  both  sadly  needed. 

i  After  lying  there  a  while  in  the  upper  position 
I  gently  commenced  on  a  second  editon. 
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•_  I  B4D4j®d  tb®  tftsk  wi  th-  such  Torks&Qlik®  skill 
That  aoan  I  experienced  the  moe  %  wonderful  thrill, 

Thei^f  grasping -jay  loins,  tbs  pushed  farther  inside 
As  the  fountain  ©f  lov©  shot  into  his  bride . 

The 'Earning  thus  dawned,  ->bat  I  still  longed  for 

Bore , 

But  the  Ha id  knocked  outside  and  opened  the  door. 

Before  she  eduld  see  us  Frank  pulled  up  the  sheet, 

And  sailing  1  thanked  his  for  being  so  sweet. 

Though  I  didn’t  Bind  his  seeing  me  lying  there 

nurde, 

k  hated  to  have  any  stranger  intrude. 

.  After  taking  some  tea  and  some  hot  buttered  toast 
1  begged  hia  to  give  me  just  one  more  at  Host. 

So  he  laughingly  suggested  a  change  of  position 
-  And,  of  course,  I  was  ready  for  any  condition. 

lifted  oe  easily  out  of  the  bed 
; ,  A&d  told  me  to  stand  with  ay  hands-on  ay  head; 

;  Then,  moving  behind  h©,  to  show  He  the  pose, 

Bade  se  Jfeajsd  slowly  and,  reach  for  ny  toes. 

Obeying,  beat,  with,  leg®1  well  apart;  ' 

Then  with  one  pnsh  he  inserted,  the  dart, 

iJF®  he  leaned  on  ey  bank  it  was  certainly  nice, 

For  I  squeezed-  hia  inside '<jas  though  in'  a  vice. 

Though  at  first  this  position  seemed  rather  rude 
I  soon  felt  our  pleasant  sensations  renewed 
As,  rising  on  tiptoes,  he  seemed  to  have  pressed 
harther  than  ever,  in  amorous  quest. 

^■^hen,  with  hands  on  cy  breasts,  and  a  fast  final 

u  shove, 

1  Be  trted  within  b©  hi©  wsxra  liquid  love « 

But  the  thrill  of  this  action  exhausted  me  quite, 

And  dear  Frank  seemed  himself  in  a  similar  plight. 

Sated  with  love,  ire  needed  repose; 

So,  returning  to  bed ,  we  got  under  the  clothes. 

This  completed  the  sport  for  that  wonderful  night, 

And  soon  sleep  descended,  a  welcome  respite. 

Byw  and  by  we  arose  and  perforaod  our  ablutions 
And  washed  off ‘the  stains  of  our  recent  pollution! 

But  whil-e  I  was  stripped,  having  just  left  the 

bath, 
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Fra*&  tgotared  the  re  os  with  his  soft  little  laggh. 

Be  hditS  out  hi®  arms  and  exclaimed  with  fond  pride4 
'I  just  want  to  admire  my  wonderful  bride, 

To  feast  love's  eyes  on  her  beautiful  figure, 

Aglow  With  good  health  and  resplendent  with  vigour' 

Though  I  felt  a  bith  shy  at  my  naked  condition 
I  flew  to  his  arms  with  adoring  submission. 

And  between  hi®  kisses  my  wonderful  boy 

Vowed  he'd  nightly  renew  and  increase  all  my  joy. 

•But  now,  ®y  dear',  said  he,  'we  must  hurry  our 
-  toilet. 

For  luncheon  is  served;  ' twould  be  pity  to  spoil  it 
But  after  the  meal,  while  I  was  changing  Hy  frock, 
He  crept  up  behind  mo  and  gave  tfe  a  shock. 

For,  clapping  my  hands  firmly  over  my  head, 

>  if©  compel  led  me  to  sit  on  the’  edge  of  the  bod; 

Then  he  pulled  up  my  clothe®  until  well  round  my 

waist 

While  ho  unfastened  hia  trousers  in  evident  haste. 

Then  tucking  my  legs  right  over  each  shoulder 
He  drew  down  ay  knickers,  growing  bolder  and  boldei 
Then  his  strong  rigid  weapon,  in  perfect  condition, 
')  Seemed  to  enter  with  ease  to  its  natural  position. 
Such  brilliant  endeavour  I  gladly  augmented, 

And  almost  at  once  we  were  both  quite  contented. 
But  when  I  suggested  we  do  it  again, 

He  smilingly  said  'twould  be  best  to  refrain'. 

For  if  thus  we  exhausted  the  whole  of  our  for ow 
When  bedtime  arrived  we'd  have  no  nor©  resources.. 
To  obt&in  the  greatest  pleasure  from  our  wedded 

condition, 

Naked  in  bed  was  the  proper  position. 

Although  very  pleased  with  the  way  I  complied 
He  declared  love  would  increase  ifi  sometimes  denie 

■  So,  assured  my  dear  lover  was  certainly  right, 

I  made  up  ay  mind  that  we'd  wait  for  the  night. 

■  -'But  words  after  all  do  not  nearly  reveal 

The  joys  that  in  wedlock  you  are  destined  to  feel. 
So  lose  not  a  minute,  ay  dear  little  Bella, 

?  ‘^^04  fly, to  the  arms  of  same  lucky  fellow. 

c>D-<fo 


Fo£  li J!f!  +get  fflarried’  as  soon  as  you  can, 

He  will  *  WaSte  tllX  enjoyed  with  *  -L 

aL  Li  qQ1Ckly  reBOVe  al*  Jour  girlish  dileama 
And  make  you  as  thrilled  as 

Your  happy  friend, 


THE  BASTARD  FROM  THE  BUSH.  Henry  Lawson. 

jfkA. 

As  night  was  falling  slowly  on  city,  town  and  bush, 
From  a  slam  in  Jones's  Alley  came  the  Captain  of 


"hen  his  whittle  , 


the  Push, 


loud  and  piercing,  woke 
echoes  of 


^SoRks , 
the  s 


And  a  dozen  ghouls  came  slouching  round  the 

corners  of  the  blocks. 

Now  the  Captain  jerked  a  finger  at  a  stranger  by 

the  kerb, 

Whom  he  qualified  politely  Mth  an  adjective  and 

verb. 


Then  he  made  the  introduction  2  "Here’s  a  covey 

from  the  bush ; 

^uCK  blind,  he  wants  to  join  os;  be  a  member 

of  the  Push!” 


Then  the  stranger  made  this  answer  to  the  CotP: 

Why,  fuck  you  dead,  I'm  Foreskin  Fred,  the  BtftB! 
I've  been  in  every  two-up  school  fror,  Waggn  to 

the  Loo; 

I’ve  ridden  colts  and  blackgins;  what  more  can  a 

b  u  g  >;  e  r  » i  o  ?  M 

Are  yon  game  to  brea&  a  window?**  said  the  CotP; 
"I'd  knock  a  fucking  house  down!"  said  the  BftB. 
"Would  you  out  a  man  and  rob  him?"  said  the  CotP; 
"I'd  knock  him  down  and  fuck  him!"  said  the  BftB. 

"Would  you  dong  a  bloody  copper  il  yo i  caught  the 

cunt  alone? 

Would  you  stoush  a  swe i 1  or  Chinkie;  split  his 

garret  with  a  stone? 

Would  you  have  a  Moll  to  keep  you;  would  you 

J  i/o  od  * 

swear  off  work  for 

Said  the  Bastard:  "My  colonial,  si  1 ver-raounted 

oath  1  would!" 


X 
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r’Wonld  you  care  to  have  a  gasper?"  said  the  CotP, 
*  1  l£have**that  bloody  packet!"  said  the  BftB. 


Then  the  Pushites  all  took  council,  saying,  "Fyck 

me ,  but  he ’ s  game ! 

Let’s  make  him  our  star  basher;  he’ll  live  up  to 

his  name!" 


\  #  r 


So  they  took  him  to  their  hideout,  that  BftB, 

And  granted  him  all  privileges  appertaining  to 

the  Push, 

But  soon  they  found  his  little  ways  were  more  ttac 

they  coni d  s  t • 

And  finally  theirjleader  addressed  the  member 

( «/*  o  f  his  b  a  n  vi  :  - 


of  his  b a n vi 


v  ^  <y* 

nr  A  a  ^ 


"Now  listen  here,  you  buggers,  we’ve  caught  a 

fucking  Tartar. 

At  every  kind  of  bludging,  that  Bastard  is  a  start 
At  poker  and  at  two-up  he’s  shook  our  fucking  roll 
He  swipes  our/ bloody  likker  and  he  robs  oiir  bloodj 

Mnll  fll  ** 


Mo  11s!" 


X; 


,y  £ 


r  j  y\ 


\V- 


So  down  in  Jones’s  Alley  all  the  members  of  tne  P, 
Laid  a  dark  and  dirty  ambush  for  that  BftB. 

But  against  the  wally  of  Riley’s  pub  the  Bastard 

made  a  stand, 

A  wicked  grin  upon  his  dial;  a  bihu-chain  in  each 

hand. 

/ 

They  set  upon  him  in  ajmob,  but  uue  by  one  they 

•  fell, 

With  crack  of  bone,  unearthly  groan  and  agoniai^- 

yell 

’Till  the  sorely  battei ed  Captain,  spitting 

teeth  and  gouts  of  bi 

Held  an  ear  all  torn  and  bleeding  in  a  hand 

bedaubed  with  mud. 


2You  low,  polluted  bastard!"  snarled  the  CotP. 

"Get  back  where  your  sort  belongs;  that's  suniewher 

in  t h e  bush. 

And  I  hope  heaps  of  misfortunes  may  soon  tumble 

down  on  you; 

May  some  lousy  harlot  dose  you  till  your  bol licks 

turn  sky  blue! 


’May  the  pains  of  windy  spasms  through  your  boweli 

dart; 


May  you  shit  y  xxt  bloody  trousers  every  time  you 

tryrto  fart. 

May  you  take  a  swig  of  gin’s  piss,  mistaking  it 

for  beer; 

May  the  next  push  you  impose  onfneave  you  out  upon 


your  ear ! 


’’May  the  itching  piles  torment  you;  may  corns  grow 

on  your  feet; 

May  crabs  as  big  as  spiders  attack  your  balls  a 

tx  a at • 

Then  when  you’re  down  and  outed,  to  a  hopeless 

bloody  wreck, 

**ay  you  slip  back  through  your  areehole  amt  break 

your  fucking  neck!” 

WRITTEN  BY  A  NURSE  (A  True  Story)  ^)V 


WRITTEN  BY  A  NURSE  (A  True  Stor- 


I  knew  I  shouldn't  go  with  him  I 

I  knew  his  reputation 

But  the  dance  was  very  boring 

And  I  fell  to  his  temptation. 

He  took  me  tos  hia  roomy  car 
A  rug  he  quickly  found  me 
And  then  he  quickly  drove  away 
His  free  arm  was  around  me. 

It  only  seemed  a  little  while 

Until  the  car  was  stopped 

His  right  hand  left  the  steering  wheel 

And  on  my  knee  it  ^topped. 

And  then  he  pressed  his  mouth  to  mine 
His  lips  just  slightly  parted 
And  by  the  passion  of  gis  kiss 
I  knew  the  game  was  started 

I  tried  to  turn  my  face  from  his 
But  he  showed  such  great  persistence 
And  when  I  saw  it  was  no  use 
I  ended  my  resistance. 

I  slipped  my  arms  around  his  neck 
And  gave  him  kiss  for  kiss 
I  hadn't  thought  a  kiss  could  give 
So  great  a  thrill  &a  this. 


ir?<  ' 


O 
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Then  while  1  did  %y  passion  swayed 
My  lips  to  his  surrender 
I  felt  his  hand  creep  up  say  leg 
As  far  as  my  suspender. 

I  took  my  arms  from  around  his  neck 
And  made  him  shift  his  hand 
I  said  I  did  not  mind  a  kiss 
But  that  I  wswidxfisft  will  not  stand. 

His  roving  hand  being  thus  removed 
Began  another  quest 
He  slowly  moved  it  upwards 
Until  it  reached  my  breast. 

Then  in  spite  of  my  resolve 

Felt  passion  through  me  ripple 

And  as  his  hand  gently  stroked  my  curves 

And  squeezed  each  bulging  nipple 

I  should  have  moved  his  roving  hand 
From  where  he  had  employed  it 
But  it  was  doing  me  no  harm 
Besides,  I  quite  enjoyed  it. 

I  lifted  parted  lips  to  hi© 

To  pay  for  hiw  caresses 

Hi®  left  hand  from  my  waist  moved  up 

And  slid  beneath  my  dress. 

My  backless  gown  no  hindrance  gave 
And  o’er  me  there  came  stealing 
A®  his  hand  pressed  my  tender  flesh 
A  most  ecstatic  feeling. 

His  right  hand  found  my  leg  again 
My  veins  seemed  filled  with  fire 
A®  it  roved  upward  beneath  my  dress 
For  this  time  it  went  higher. 

Then  I  remembered  his  technique 
Was  stopping  all  my  will 
And  thought  a  dangerous  game  was  his 
Although  it  gave  a  thrill 

I  ©hook  myself  to  clear  my  brain 
And  thenar  removed  his  hand 
I  ©aid  I’m  not  that  sort  of  girl 
4®  you  should  understand. 


He  didn't  seem  to  mind  at  all 
And  my  fears  were  soon  abated 
He  said  we  should  be  going  none 
But  still  we  sat  and  waited. 

Then  his  right  hand  squeezed  my  breqsfei 
His  left  hand  again  g*ew  bolder 
It  slowyly  found  my  shoulder  strap 
And  slipped  it  off  my  shoulder. 

Then  a{  my  curving  bosom 
From  its  drapings  slowly  slipped 
He  quickly  bent  his  curly  head 
And  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

A  flame  of  fire  wan  through  my  veins 
In  most  disturbing  fashion 
2.  Never  in  my  lite  before 

Felt  such  a  wave  of  passion. 

While  ecstasy  impaired  my  will 
His  hand  again  was  moving 
And  slowly  moved  towards  my  thigfes 
This  time  without  reproving. 

When  his  lips  left  my  breast  at  last 
I  did  not  miss  them  much 
As  1  got  just  as  great  a  thrill 
irom  his  hand  around  my  crutch. 

He  whispered  softly  in  my  ear 
As  I  meekly  sat  beside  him 
But  still  in  spite  of  warm  desire 
I  was  able  to  deny  him. 

He  moved  my  hand  towards  himself 
My  nerve#,.  seemed  turned  to  jelly 
And  finally  it  came  to  rest 
Upon  his  lower  belly. 

Beneath  his  clothes  I  now  could  feel 
Something  that  made  me  shv 
And  soon  I  found  he  had  undone 
Two  buttons  of  his  fly. 

Temptation  caught  me  in  its  grip 
My  willg  grew  slowly  weaker 
And  through  that  opening  in  hia  fly 
Uy  hand  became  a  seeker. 


4i 

Beneath  his  clothes  my  hand  groped  down 
As  if  in  searcha  of  treasure 
And  when  it  found  the  prize  it  sought 
My  heart  grew  last  with  pleasure. 

His  hand  now  left  my  private  parts 
And  moved  towards  my  waist 
He  started  to  remove  my  pants 
Without  unseeming  haste. 

I  knew  what  he  was  going  to  do 
But  I  gave  no  more  resistance 
In  fact  I  raised  myself  to  try 
To  give  him  some  assistance. 

From  girlhood  days  I*d  longed  to  know 
What  manjy  powers  could  be 
And  now  while  in  this  loving  mood 
I  had  my  chance  to  see. 

So  I  brought  out  from  beneath  his  clothes 
This  precious  prize  Ifd  found 
And  marvelled  as  I  gazed  at  it 
Sot  long  and  hard  and  round. 

Asisi  while  we  sat  in  fond  embrace 
My  conscience  in  its  grave 
My  hand  played  with  his  passion  pole 
While  he  explored  my  cave. 

His  cuiining  fingers  teased  my  charm 
Till  I  was  filled  with  longing 
And  fierce  desires  to  have  his  spear  ry 
\  Insside  my  tulee  came  thronging. 

He  seemed  to  sense  without  a  word 
My  wish  for  copulation 
He  left  the  car  and  quietly 
He  made  his  preparation. 

He  took  the  rug  and  spread  it  out 
On  a  patch  of  clover 

I  gladly  joined  him,  and  then  I  knew 
My  virgin  days  were  over. 

As  from  my  heart  ay  heated  blood 
Through  all  my  veins  went  rushing 
I  slipped  out  of  my  ew&A&ng  frock 
To  save  it  from  crushing. 


Uy  underskirt  I  then  removed 
And  naked  to  my  waist 
I  laid  myself  upon  the  ground 
Love’s  greatest  joys  to  taste. 

He  knelt  beneath  my  outspread  legs 
Then  sank  upon  my  breast 

And  brought  the  charm  for  which  I  longed 
Towards  my  cosy  nest. 

I  felt  a  great  new  wave  of  joy 
To  f i n4.  that  i^  was  there 
I  squeezed  it  when  my  hand  moved  down 
To  part  my  curly  $feair. 

One  of  my  hands  remained  below 
My  lips  to  open  wide 
The  other  grqsped  ray  lovely  toy 
To  be  its  steady  guide. 

My  virgin  passage  amply  oiled 
By  nature’s  lubrication 
Its  first  intruder  welcomed  in 
Without  more  hesitation. 


The  fleshy  swrd  moved  into  me 
With  happy  comforts  laden 
But  all  too  soon  its  course  was  stopped 
When  first  it  reached  my  maidea. 

It  seemed  a  miracle  to  me 
So  tiny  was  my  nest 
That  it  could  so  accommodate 
So  very  lar^e  a  guest. 

But  until  now  i  felt  no  pain 
fo  darnp«a  my  passiori^&rdour 
And  then  la  felt  a  sudden  twinge 
As  he  pushed  just  slightly  harder^ 

1  clenched  my  fists  as  he  pushed  on 
With  ever  growing  pressure 
The  pain  increased  a  little  more 
But  so  did  my  great  pleasure. 


A  sudden  sharp  and  Bursting  pain 
That  made  me  feel  like  squealing 
Bnd  once  more  on  its  upward  path 
That  lovely  thing  went  stealing. 


«• 

And  now  inside  my  parting  form 
That  weapon  went  completely 
I  never  thought  with  its  great  size 
That  it  could  fit  so  neatly. 

He  paused  a  Little  while  to  rest 
And  then  began  a  motion 
His  body  moving  up  and  down 
Like  waves  upon  the  ocean. 

It  wasn’t  very  long  until 
1  also  caught  the  rhythm 
My  body  too  began  to  move 
In  perfect  time  with  his. 

I  found  within  my  very  soul 
A  perfect  joy  abided 
As  in  and  out  my  cylinder 
His  piston  gently  glided. 

Then  while  in  unison  we  aoved 
In  loving  union  mated 
As  steadily  our  joys  increased 
The  speed  accelerated. 

I  locked  jjiv  £eet  behind  his  knee 
To  r***-  pleasure  j_jr>a0'nrf'y  tkfc 

He  moved  another  half  an  inch 
And  gave  me  all  his  treasure. 

At  last  1  reached  on  love’s  career 

The  time  for  whixh  1  prayed 

His  lovely  fountain  pulsed  -  and  throbbed 

And  through  my  grotto  sprayed . 

A  few  convulsive  moments 
And  a  final  thrilling  shove 
And  mutually  we  reached  at  last 
The  climax  to  our  love. 

A  little  while  we  lay  entwined 
To  make  our  joy  complete 
Then  he  withdrew  his  shrunken  tool 
And  rose  upon  his  feet. 

"lie  buttoned  up  his  fly 
Now  that  our  loving  game  was  played 
We  both  felt  rather  shy 
He  tucked  away  his  softendd  pride. 
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1  blushed  as  he  looked  down  at  me 
And  also  quickly  rose 
And  as  he  folded  up  the  rug 
I  soon  resumed  mys  clothes. 


ind  so  1  lost  my  maiden-hood 
Without  a  thought  of  sorrow 
And  just  to  show  I've  no  regret 
I'm  meeting  him  tomorrow. 


CIMDEBELL 


U/X  \j  -  ^ 


Scene:  A  kitchen.  Cinderella  enters, 

vho  i  a  rS<;  °Ver  ^eacli  and  then  addresses  Agatha 
^h“  13  on  "tage  when  curtain  rises.  g  ’ 

C:  Excuse  me  sister  Aggie,  please; 

I've  stone  and  barked  my  bloodv  knees. 

A:  lour  bloody  knees  just  leave  me  cold-’ 

X  .on  do  your  work  and  don't  be  bold, 
t:  n  nuts  to  you,  you  silly  Cow. 

.lore  comes  my  sister  derty  now. 

(.n^isjp  to  flip  h  *  K.i  i  0  ri  r  e  } 

To  scratch  their  eyes  out  ,ay  hand  twitches, 
The  pair  of  ngl;  s..  Irish  bitches.  '  ’ 

r:  fll,;re  yo>  y»n  liit)»  nnrmv; 

I'on’t.  stand  there  •,  i  ,-k  i  n  t  •n.  r.  . 

*  ,r  v  i1 1  s  »\  i  i]T  your  i-iiinv. 

A:  Inu  run  upstairs:  now,  off  v.-..,  ,0  " 

And  don't  forget  to  rinse  mv  J)0?  '  f  i’\  i  t  f  ) 

(C.  comes  on,  goes  to  tin-  ,».,0r  and  returns 
with  the  3«ron  who  ,*  flin.yil,r  .  .. 

3:  It’s  only  me  as  von  cor  *  'i 

But  blast  it  nil'.  I  have  lost  m,  kt.v> 


<r:  Lost  vour  key?  I'll  tel 
lou’ve  been  out-  on  the  !> 
"  It  s  on.  Li  st on  ,  gi  j-  j  a  t 
I've  been  and  got  an  iev. 
A  and  0 :  An  invitation? 


U  t.n  i  s  * 
o&Ay  pd 
*■  “  ny  onu 


[f  tbruonk’  /,  Au^t~'”| 
ion.- 


tat  ion . 


L :  And  that's  not  r\  |  • 


11  A'  re  koirU  to  the  pr  7  nceCs*  ’>11 
A:  The  Prince's  Cello  v/liat*  Onlv  one- 
Then  how  the  hell  docs  he  have  fun» 


Shu  t,  your 
These  are 


nerksf  you  pair  of 
coinpl  iineniarv  *>fiS.s 
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C:  The  Prince’s  Hall!  Huvrasy,  hooray! 

Ttis  is  indeed  mur  lucky  day* 
h;  Yes,  mv  child,  and  you’d  he  there, 

If  you  had  anything  'to  wear . 

A,  G:  The  prince’s  Ball!  You  little  nit, 

You’re  only  out  to  get  a  bit* 

C :  If  lean,  I’ll  need  no  u rg in’, 
pven  if  I  am  a  virgin* 

BB:To  the  Prince’s  Ball  we  three  are  going; 
finders  a  v  and  do  the  sevin-'  . 

(bxif  B  and  Ugly  Sisters.  P.  sits  all 
forlorn,  sewing  in  the  dii»:  light j# 

G;  Here  all  day  1  sits  and  sits* 

This  d a; an  place  i^ives  me  the  shits. 

Other  girls  get  ail  the  breaks;  (Highs) 
Perhaps  i  ain’t,  got  what  it  takes. 

II  only  I’d  a  decent  frock, 
l’*1  pet  myself  a  hit  ul.cock. 

(The  I  igh  s  go  out.  The,-,.-  is  «  fdasi,,  „..,d 
when  the  light.*  go  oa  again,  the  .’airy  u>.«e 
appears)  . 

:  Good  Lord ,  wha  t  has'  hapixmea  now? 

It  is  the  Fairy  Queen! 

F:  And  how! 

* 

C:  0,  Fairy  Queen,  how  nice  tu  call; 

I  can't  go  tb  tfce  Prince's  Ball. 

F:  The  Prince's  Ball?  Mow  why  is  that? 

Did  someone  feed  i t  to  the  cat? 

C:  You've  got  me  wrong  by  some  mischance; 

It's  in  the  hall,  not  in  his  pants. 

F:  I'm  sorry,  kid;  excuse  the  patter, 

And  tell  me  now  what  is  t.he  mutter. 

C:  0,  Fairy  ^ueen,  I'm  in  a  mess; 

I've  got  no  coupons  for  a  dress. 

F:  A  dress?  I'll  fix  that  in  a  tick 
By  tugging  at  my  magic  stick. 

And  that's  not  all,  so  please  don't  wficp: 

I've  slippers,  Blue  Light,  and  n  Jeep. 

C:  1’lease  save  me  ructions, 

And  tell  me  what  are  your  i ns tructi  ,ns . 
r :  Be  homo  -  or  you' 11  exhaust  mv  powers  - 

By  twenty- three  hundred  and  fifty-nine  hours. 

Now  Htif*  you  hoed  my  midnight  c *»  >  1 

bud  tonight,  you'll  th«*  prince's  ;»**  \  ] 


(Fairy  Queen  touches  c,  with  her  wand, 
Blackout) . 

Act  II,  The  Prince '  s  Ball.  The  Baron  is  on 
stage  dancing.  Enter  the  prince  doing  up  hjrs  fly. 
He  walks  up  to  Agatha,  who  is  sitting  on  the 
Bta^e  . 

P:  Excuse  me,  my  delightful  miss, 

I  simply  had  to  have  a  piss.  (PeefcB  at  Agatha) 
Is  that  a  mask  tey  any  chance? 

It  isntt?  (Shrugs)  o  well  -  let’s  dance. 

(The  Prince  dances  with  A  and  the  Baron  with 
Gert)  . 

G-  Papa,  he  dances  like  a  toff; 

I  think  he's  trying  to  drag  me  off. 

B:  I  think  he's  dancing  like  a  log. 

I  wonder  istere  he  keeps  his  grog. 

(Offstage  a  dance  is  announced) 

Voice:  Her©  Royal  Highness,  Princess  Charlotte. 

P:  Just  another  bloody  harlot. 

(Catches  sight  of  C.  who  has  just  entered). 

By  crikey  she's  a  slashing  sort; 

I'll  offer  her  a  glass  of  port.  (Approaches® 
Please  coue  up  and  have  a  spot,  her) 

And  then  we'll  dance  the  next  gavotte. 

C:  I'd  love  a  spot,  but  not  a  dance;  (lowers  voice) 
I've  no  elastic  in  my  pants. 

P:  If  not  a  dance,  then,  with  your  pardon, 

I'd  love  to  show  you  through  my  garden. 

( Exi  t  Prince  and  Cinders)  . 
a:  I'm  not  so  mad  about  her  shape. 

Like  Errol  Flynn  he's  out  for  a  rape.  ^ — * 

B:  rllh e  Prince,  I  fear,  »s  a  dirty  dog; 

But  WHERE  THE  HELL'S  HIS  BLOODY  GROG? 

(The  clock  strikes  twelve  and  on  dashes  C., 
carrying  pink  scanties  in  her  hand,  andminus 
one  slipper,  pursued  by  Prince  with  slipper 
in  iiis  hand.  She  disappears  off  stage). 

G:  0,  Prince,  it  -seems  you  went  tool  far; 

I  think  she's  buzzed  off  in  your  car. 

P:  Shut  up,  you  dirty  stinking  trollop, 

Or  else  I'll  give  von  skch  a  wallop. 

Just,  as  we  were  doing  well, 

She  grabbed  her  pants  and  went  like  hell. 

A:  For  you  1  wouldn’t  give  a  damn! 
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you're  nothing  but  a  bloody  ram. 

P:  You  pair  of  trolls  give  me  the  shits.  ’ 

I'll  wed  the  girl  the  slipper  fits.  »  L, 

Act  III.  Next  morning.  Cinderella  is  in  the  kitchei* 
C:  Ah!  woe  to  me,  I've  lost  my  frock 
For  staying  after  twelve  o'clock. 

My  shoes,  my  jeep,  my  pants  are  gone, 

Just  because  time  marches  on. 

The  Prince  was  fast  -  but  the  night  was  fadin' ; 
I’ve  lost  my  shoes  but  not  uiy  maiden. 

(Enter  Ugly  Sisters  very  cross) 

A:  The  Prince's  Balls  are  overrated; 

Just  look  at  me,  not  even  dated. 

(} :  You  dope,  you  should  have  stayed  at  home. 

You  acted  like  a  first  class  chrome. 

A:  Shut  up  before  you  drive  me  nuts, 

Or  else  I'll  kick  you  in  the  guts. 

C:  I  beg  of  you  sisters,  please  desist; 

You  sound  as  though  you're  still  half  pissed. 
(Enter  Baron  with  hangover) 

B:  Only  for  you  I'd  be  in  clover. 

Jesus,  what  a  beuat  hangover. 

I  found  the  cellar  I'd  been  chasing, 

And  did  I  give  that  grog  a  lacing! 

G:  Your  bloody  mieh  begins  to  pall; 

We've  had  you  and  the  Prince’s  Ball. 

(Enter  the  Prince.  A  L 1  at  once  appear  cheerful 
A:  Do  come  in,  Your  Royal  Highness. 

I'm  almost  overcome  with  shyness. 

G:  Prince,  how  nice  to  see  you  call; 

We  did  enjoy  your  lovely  ball, 
p :  \Jo  mat,  ter  how  you  may  a  unroach  it, 

It  wasn't  worths  a  pinch  of  goatshit. 

Bails  to  me  don't  mean  a  thing; 

I'd  rather  have  a  wending  ring. 

D:  Prince,  that  seems  a  funny  thing 
To  dabble  in  that  sort  of  ting. 

Don't  you  think  you're  premature 
In  changing  from  an  amateur? 

P:  Listen  here,  you  silly  arse, 

Things  are  at  a  pretty  pass. 

I'm  looking  for  a  [shhila  who  KRRxiBOXtkix 
Can  wear  this  dainty  little  shoe.  _ 
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I’ll  wed  her ,  then  I’ll  get  my  thrill, 

You  bet  your  bloody  life  1  will, 

B:  Cut  out  ail  this  dance  a  nd  song; 

Try  my  girls,  and  you  can’t  go  wro.sg, 

(The  Ugly  Sisters  try  on  the  slipper). 

Aj  I’ll  try  it  on,  then  you’ll  agree 
The  8; ue  will  fit  me  to  a  T • 

G:  You’ll  never  make  the  Royal  headlines, 

Not  with  them  there  number  nines. 

There  you  are!  Just  as  I  said; 

You’ll  never  make  the  Prince’s  bed. 

(Grabs  the  show). 

P:  I’m  sorry,  girls,  you  both  tried  hard, 

Hut  I  don’t  want  a  bloody  yard. 

I  want  a  foot.  Let’s  try  this  girl. 

Here  you  are,  you  have  a  bntl .  (Points  to  C*) 

A:  That  little  chit?  She’s  too  unsightly. 

Will  her  foot  fit?  Not  bloody  likely. 

She  isn’t  in  the  race  at  all; 

She  wasn’t  at  the  Prince’s  Ball. 

P:  Now,  listen,  girls,  that’s  in  your  dipper; 

She’s  going  to  try  the  bloody  slipper. 

(She  does.  It  fits) 

:  'Veil,  bugger  me,  it’s  just  her  size. 

:  Shut  up,  Gertie,  blast  your  eyes! 

P:  It  really  is  a  lovely  sight  (holds  up  C’s  foot) 
It  was  you  at  the  ball  last  night. 

C:  I  was  there  a the  Princess  Charlotte, 

And  I  came  home  with  mv  face  all  scarlet. 

P:  1 ou  should  have  stayed  and  known  me  better. 

I  always  use  a  good  French  letter, 
v.  C;I  m]j®t  admit  I  had  high  ho  pus; 

All  day  I  read  ray  Marie  Stopes. 

P:  &,  marry  me,  and  after  all, 

You’ll  really  see  the  Prince’s  Ball. 

C:  I’ll  marry  you,  for  it’s  my  duty.  ( A 3 i d e ) 

I’ve  seen  his  prick,  and  i a  beauty. 

(Enter  Fairy  Queen) 

F:  And  that’s  the  tale  of  a  friendly  fella; 

He  finished  up  -  UP  CINDERELLA ! 

(Curtain) 

oD-<f 


ESI 'I  MO  \Fi  I 

When  Dead  eye  Dick  end  Mexican  Pete 
Were  sore  depressed  or  sad, 

^  T  t  was  mainly  cunt  that  bore  the  brunt. 
^  But  the  shoutin’  weren’t  so  bad. 
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\  W  lA  1  Lit*  WVI  I  j  II  Tt  U-  l  v.  i  I  t,  nu  *  MU  i  . 

\J^  vf*  ’Vhon  Dead  eye  Diet  and  Mficcnn  Pete 
’Vent  out  in  search  of  fun, 

1  wa  ^  Dead  (-Yf>  Dick  that  swung  the  prick, 
^Av/  A  nd  Vexi can  Pete  the  Gun. 

Now  Dead  eye  Dick  and  Mexican  pete 
\f\  Had  b eon  working  in  Dead  Ann’s  Creel;, 

y&P  With  not  Dumb  1  :irh  in  the  way  ■.  i  a  tuck 
\  Aff  For  nigh  on  half  a  week. 

As  t h e blazed  the  ramiv  trail 
AO  •  A  No  man  their  path  withstood: 

Jr  And  many  a  bride.  husband’s  pride 

gxv  s  Imew  pregnant  widowhood. 

sf  s 

\y\ They  reached  the  -bariTks  of  the  Rio  Grande 
"v  Just  about  burning  noon; 

jf  And  to  quench  their  thirst  and  do  their  worst 
fif  ujf*  They  sought  Red  Mike’s  saloon. 

/  Crashing  through  those  swinging  doors 
j/  Both  prick  and  gun  flashed  f ree  ; 

%  Q  /  f  According  to  sex,  y./U  poxy  wrecks, 
v  (  You  drinks  or  fucks  with  me.’ 

v/  y 

\/  /  The  $gn  dowtl  there  had  heard  of  Pete 
^  .A)  Fronu  Horn  to  Panamn  : 
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^  zd }  ^  From^Hor n  to  Panama; 

^  ^  E o  with  nothing  worse  than  a  muttered  curse 

f  Those  Dagoes  sought  the  bar. 

the  women  down  there  had  heard  of  Dick 
's  On  the  Bio  Grande; 

So  forty  whores  w hipped  down  their  drawers 
%  At  DeadeY°  Dick’s  command. 

They  saw  the  finger  of  Mexican  pet. e 
Twitch  on  the  finger  grip; 
l  **1 0  a  ^  a  1  cart  til  -  for  they  dared  not  wait  - 

Those  w f i o r e s  began  to  strip 
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Now  forty  arses  and  forty  cunts, 

And  if  you  use  your  wits  ^ 

In  fairly  quick  arithmetic,  J ***  ^7 

Signify  four  score  tits.  '  ^**5.  «c// 

^  The v  may  be  rare  on  Berkeley  Sqaare, 

But /not  on  the  Rio  Grande;  , 

And  fourscore  tits  are  &  handsome  sight 
To  a  man  with  a  mighty  stand* 

He  took  a  jump  at  the  nearest  rump 
And  scored  a  hit  in  one  , 

#  „  ,  M&-  f  Aof"  ^  It y' 

.  .  .  K»-r  # 

He  bore  that  whore  to  the  sandy  floor 
And  there  he  fucked  her  fine; 

And  though  she  grinned,  it  put  the  wind 
Up  the  other  thirty-nine. 

Now  Dealleye  Dick  was  really  quick; 

He  cast  the  first  aside; 

Ho  made  a  dart  at  the  second  tart, 

When  the  door  flew  open  wide. 

Into  that  den  of  vice,  *  c* 

Into  that  Harlot’s  Hell, 

There  strode  a  rnaid  who  was  unafraid, 

Her  name  was  Eskimo  Nell. 

Now  Deadeye  Dick  had  got  his  prick 
Well  into  number  two, 

When  Eskimo  Nell  let  out  a  yell 
And  hollered  ’Hey  there,  you!’ 

Dick  sprang  about  with  an  angry  shout; 

His  face  and  knob  were  red; 

With  a  dexterous  flick  of  his  muscular  prick 
That  whore  flew  over  ; .is  head. 

It  was  Eskimo  Nell  who  broke  the  spell 
With  accents  calm  and  cool: 

’You  cunt-struck  simp  of  a  Yankee  pimp  - 
You  call  that  thing  a  tool? 

’This  ’ere  town  can’t  live  that  down’, 

She  said  to  those  quivering  whores; 

’But  there  is  one  cunt  that  can  do  the  stunt: 

Eskimo  Nell’s  -  not  yours. 
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She  took  off  her  garments  one  by  one 
Witij^a  smile  of  conscious  pride; 

And^she  &ood  in  all  her  womanhood, 

And  they  saw  the  Great  Divide. 

She  went  over  to  a  table 
Where  someone  had  left  a  "lass; 

She  twitched  her  tits  and  crushed  it  to  bits 
between  the  cheeks,  of  her  arse. 

„,a— ♦■i**  r 

She  lay  dowry  on  a  table  near 
And  flun"  h  r  legs  apart; 

She  gave  a  nod  to  that  randy  sod, 

Which  was  bis  cue  to  start. 

A'ow  Deadeye  Dick  he  knew  a  trick; 

He  meant  to  take  his  time; 

A  game  like  this  is  fucking  bliss, 

So  he  played  a  pantomime. 

I'e  flicked  h.s  foreskin  tip  a  no  down, 

And  he  made  his  balls  inflate 

Till  they  stood  out  like  a  couple  of  "lobes 

fln  to;;  of  a  castle  gate. 

He  dipped  his  tool  in  alcohol 
To  make  it  pi  pin"  hot, 

find  to  finish  the  job  he  sprinkled  the  knob 
With  a  cayenne  'pepper- pot. 

.\otr  Deadeye  ,  Dick  he  knew  a  trick; 

He  meant  to  reserve  his  powers; 

lor  if  he'd  n  mind  he'd  grind  and  "rind 

Idir  a  couple  of  solid  hours. 

Hod  Deadeye  Dick  he  took  a  sight 
Alone  his  gleam in"  tool; 

The  dead  slow  wav  she  shoved  it  in 
Was  calculating  cool. 

Aon  have  seen  the  piston  working 
On  the  mighty  C.l'.k. 

-»ith  the  driving  force  of  n  thousand  horse  - 
Weil,  you  know  what  pistons  are. 

But  Eskimo  Nell  was  an  Infidel, 

Aq  good  as  a  whole  ha  r  e  rr , 

With  the  strength  of  tea  . her  abdomen 
And  the  Rock  of  Ages  abeam. 
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Inwardly  she  could  take  the  wash 
Just  like  a  water-closet; 

She  gripped  Dick’s  cock  like  the  Chatswood  lock 
On  the  National  Safe  Deposit. 

With  a  dreamy  smile  she  lajr  awhile, 

And  the  ^ri£t£f  her  cunt  grew  keener; 

With  a  A-roTSay  sigh  she  sucked  him  dry 
With  the  ease  of  a  vacuum  cleaner. 

Dick  fell  to  the  floor  and  knew  no  more, 

His  passion  and  instincts  dead; 

He  gave  no  shout  as  his  prick  came  out, 

Though  he  eettainly  stripped  the  thread. 

Pete  turned  about  with  an  angry  shout 
To  avenge  his  palls  affront; 

With  a  jarring  jolt  he  drew  his  colt 
And  shoved  itm  up  her  cunt. 

lie  shoved  it  up  to  the  trigger’s  grip 
And  fired  it  twice  times  three; 

But  to  his  surprise  siie  closed  her  eyes 
And  squealed  in  ecstasy. 

Dendeve  Dick  and  Mexican  Pete 
Slunk  out  of  the  Rio  grande, 

Deadeye  Dick  with  a  useless  prick 
And  Pete  with  a  gun  in  his  hand. 

_  fortL 

And  !*rs  k  im  o  Nell  went  fect-ek  to  the  frozen  N  o  t  h  . 

To  the  land  where  spunk  is  spunk, 

Not  just  a  stream  of  lake  warn  c'Obiu, 

But  a  solid  frozen  chunk. 

Back  to  the  land  where  they  understood 
What  it.  means  to  fornicate, 

Where  even  the  dead  share  a  co  men  bod 
And  babies  masturbate. 
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X  /J&  OasA<,  . 

T!’F  <J(ID'S  OF DBA.  A  Playlet,  in  Ant.s  bv  W.S.Oi  1  bert. 


^  ^  Dramatis  I’ersonae 

^  MASTHFiAT I  A  Demon  oppose.!  l  o  t!jp  Ftiokwol  1 

/  dynasty 

•  k  ^  *MFDV'»!’.ss’.kS^  ) 

jf  ^T\!)1!J:7ST1UN'  ■)} 

y  *TM.rSHTNT  )  pis  attendant  sorites. 

£  ]  *  DI S-TASTK  0  r  St)  C  l  !  T  Y  ) 

^  *  x  I  VV’o  MINT  YRY  EMISSIONS)  . 

^  7  FAIRY  FMRFFCK  benevolent  and  wise  fairy 

ft  patron  of  the  Fuckwe! 1  d/n^sty 

^  FUCIIYFFT  Fisst  king  of  Roger! a 

IS  CFFR^YTHP  His  only  son  and  heir  to  the 

{  tSirune 

j  RIG -PRICY  Bishop  of  the  United  .Seen s'  of 

j  Breed  i  nr;.  Vrsehoie  and  Sodder 

and  Tutor  lo  idie  Prince 
*PHR TUGS  His  right  hand  :  «an 


X]»!  [RINGS 

^  SIR  ’VUTTNIT  BROWN 
C?  BUMFUDBEI! 
w-tt  r do!.) i 


Fi  rst  lord-  i  n-iva  \  i  i  .»g  to  j\  \  ng  i  . 
His  page 
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King  of  Puss  in 


C  A! 'TAIN  SRAYIv^'  OF  Formerly,  a  big  soft  sy.oa  t  1  oH  r 


^  Tgf.1  Hh'./1],' 

)  /»  luki:  nvi-A 
\  lr DI  nvsa 

K„  THICK 

^coloyfr  cofhc'ya 


ur.  c*o:,t: 

> vasty  lean 

xBURS 

k0ur:t 

*R0Td0Ch’  BROTH- 

^  scbhtu: 

>  SCR  A  TRY  l  . 

-  CPABFF 

-  I ‘MX  AN  -X 
*  ‘HI  ST  UR  ■  ITU 


S\V  c  1 1 

A  '.'aval  Officer,  Uapt  in  of  the 
Bar earseho 1 es 

A  Seedy  men  her  of  the  wfbit*-s 
A  loose  girl,  his  daudif.r 
A  go-between 

Their  friend,  an  on  y- ~ -mm  *ig 
r }  *  a  ] )  of  the  S  y ;  n  • " .  u  c i t  y 

A  wrinkled  old  '  hay.  u  «.*,!.  I  ;y 
t  i  gi- 1 

Hi  s  va  1  et  ,  o  s  )  i  p  ■<  r\  <■  i;  -  *  ore-" 

A  mil kman 
.1  r.i  n  n  e  r 

A  pa  i  r  o  f  h.  a  u  g ■  •  r  s  -  on 
A  ba  g  man 
His  pal 
A  bushranger 
Twins  inseparable 
\  (I  i  .sanuo]  nted  lover 
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PRTNC i>'.S  S'tOVITUPPA  Daughter  of  King  Fairfuck, 

betrothed  to  Cherrytop 
PRINCKSS  YYPIITLIDE  Daughter  to  King  Bubo 

LADI  CM!U  COJ  DCREAM  First  lady  of  the  bedchamber 
MERCURY  A  god,  friend  of  Fairv  Fairfuck 

SIP  SHCONDAPY 

SYMPTOMS  Russian  Ambassador 

CM  TK*  ««( r,‘-t  of  pOK 

C .flnfi&cuiH  k>  8«b0 . 

Solo  on  the  horn  -  procured  with  much  difficulty. 

E.  Rection  -  Voluntary  on  the  organ 

Waster  Bates  and  Miss  £lpha  Buce 

***** 

ACT  I 

Scenes.  The  cavern  of _the_deinon  Masturbation  in  the 
caye^of^the^Spermatftzoa.  Imps  discovered  in  the 
chorus .  "  ~  ~  -----  - 

CHORUS  OF  IMPS: 

All  hall  to  our  master  so  noble  and  grand; 

With  glee  we  await  his  returning; 

Success  to  the  noble  revenge  he  has  planned; 

The  result  we  shall  shortly  be  learning. 

Since  proud  Fuckwell  rejected  his  aid, 

And  as  a  Godfather  refused  him, 

No  wife  shall* his  son  know,  no  widow  or  maid, 

For  with  self-love  our  lord  has  infused  him. 

Very  well  done,  capital  fun,  s 

Jolly  good  companions  everyone. 

trapdoor  and  rebounds 

.DEMON: 

Ila!  Ha!  my  friends,  returned  all  safe  and  sound; 

Ifll  execute  the  world-famed  lu  lu  bound. 

IMP: 

My  gracious  lord,  I  hope  I  am  not  ,rude 
By  naming  lu  lu  lewd.  (Frigs  himself) 

DEMON: 

1*11  tell  you  the  tale,  but  bring  me  first 
Something  to  clear  my  throat  and  quench  my  thirst. 
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What  does  your  majesty  desire  to  quaff? 

DEMON: 

A  pot  of  -  Ha  ha!  -  ol  half  ahd  half. 

Within  the  bowl  the  choice  ingredients  blend: 
Twin  moieties  of  male  and  female  spend, 

Then  in  the  ma<ric  chalice  mix 

Sebaceous  matter  of  both  cunts  and  pricks. 

IMP: 

*Tis  here ! 

DEMON:. 

Ila,  ha,  the  drink  I  love  so  well!  * 

I’ll  drain  the  bowl  and  then  the  tale  I1 11  tell. 

Demon  drinks  and  imps  gather  round 

You^u^t\alj)  know,  my  friends,  that  yester  morn 
Fuckwell  the  First  has  treated  me  with  scorn. 

It  was  the  christening  day  of  Fuckwell* s  heir, 
Prince  Cherrytop,  and  I  would  fain  be  there 
As  Godfather.  The  boy  I  have  endowed 
With  all  those  talents  of  which  I  am  proud. 

But  ruled,  as  I  must'  think,  by  the  advice 
SOf  Fairfuck,  foe  to  the  solitary  vice, 

The  monarch  has  rejected,  spurned  my  aid. 

Ha!  II&4  Revenge!  No  matter!  1 1  ve  said 
A  time  will  come  -  nay,  from  this  hour 
Prince  Cherrytop  is  bound  within  my  power. 

I  in  disguise  the  palace  did  approach, 

And  found  the  Prince  as  limp  as  any  roach. 

I  touched  him  with  my  wand,  I  spoke  the  curse, 
And  he  is  ours  for  better  or  worse. 

To  frig  himself  he’s  bound  beneath  my  spell, 

And  make  all  others  near  him  frig  as  well  - 
His  father,  mother,  sisters,  aunts  and  cousins, 
Sourtiers,  and  maids  of  honour  by  the  dozens; 
Nay,  even  the  lower  animals  indeed 
Who  meet  Cherrytop,  must  lose  their  seed, 

And  he  himself,  chief  victim  of  my  plan, 

Must  all  day  long  pursue  the  frigging  plan. 

Soon  shall  consumption  waste  the  blooming  youth; 
Hefll  die  frigging,  prick  in  hand,  forsooth. 


Id 


#g®ter_Fatrj_F«ekw®X l_iE^a_elood_of  b&ctaria. 
FAIBY  FUCKWELL: 

Not  •« !  I  c >«a  to  ward  the  noxious  spell , 

To  «*ve  the  heir  ©f  hie  I  lore  bo  well, 

Who ,  ere  thie  marriage ,  riding  out  alone, 
Beside  the  wayside  beheld  an  aged  crone. 

*  Twas  I  disguised.  'Dame,  how  much  for  a  jsk£s 

priek? 1 

The  knightly  shriapling  cried.  'Make  answer 
'  quick’. 

•Fourpence  I  name' .  Then  leaping  from  his 

<  charger, 

He  produced  a  prick  then  becoming  larger. 

Fiat  on  t*y  hack  ho  laid  b©  in  the  sun, 

Fucked  me  three  times,  and,  paid  for  ©very  one. 
So  1  will  save  his  son  from  earthly  hell. 

Who  fucked  so  noble  and  paid  so  well. 

DEMON : 

T  don't  see  by  what  right  you  interfere; 

But  I  shall  treat  yon  friendly  now  you're  here, 
Besides,  I’d  like  to  know  your  little  game 
In  winning  Cherr£$ep  from  self-love’s  flame. 

FA TRY  FUCKWELL* 

You'll  have  your  way, -as  he  has  now  begun, 

Until  *  ri nee  Cherrytop  is  twenty-one . 

Them  1  will  find  a  cure  for  ell  his  woes 
Beneath  the  Princess  Shovituppa' s  clothes. 
Besides,  you  kuow  that  while  I  am  present 
All  may  relax  from  ‘discipline  unpleasant; 

And  that  I  may  in  part  defeat  your  malice, 

I'm  going  to  take  some  lodgings  near  the  pal  as 

DEM UN i 

Go  do  your  worst.  At  all  your  powers  I  scoff. 
Who  once  learns  frigging  never  leqves  it  off. 

Ha  ha!  do  you  think  Shovituppa’s  quim 
Will  have  the  slightest  interest  for  him, 

Or  Shovi tuppa  care  for  any  man 

Whose  prick  has  dwindled  to  its  shortest  span? 
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FAIRY  FUCKWELL:. 


Well,  I've  no  more  time  for  further  explanation, 
But  must  be  off.  Ta,  ta,  friend  Masturbation! 

To  show  however  we  are  still  friends, 

We'll  dance  a  breakdown  in  a  couple  of  spends . 

^il_2*?®®_£r®5!Frtown.^CURTAIN. 


geeno  Hi  Garden  ©f  Fuekwell's  palace.  Sir  ’ 

pdderj  “cSG?tii;i“ind'Mii<u-<, 

Honour  discovered 0 


lity  his  courtiers,  who,  moaning  and  groaning 
Areforced  willynilly  to  imitate  a  man; 
Finding  ourselves  in  the  Prince's  society. 
Frig  we  all  must,  and  we  frig  to  satisfy; 

Daily  and  monthly,  'tis  surely  undoing  us; 
Spermatorhhea,  that's  all  we  fear, 

We  shall  all  perish  from  Spermatorrhea. 

SIR  WHITNEY: 

Oh,  yesterday  officially  I  went 
To  swell  the  opening  of  Parliament. 

The  Prince  was  there  as  usual  with  horn 
Kings,  Heralds,  Bishops,  gold  and  lawn.’ 

I  ?e5°ru  Court  each  loUywog  displayed  his  penis 

|  A  fund  of  contemplation  for  the  ladies; 

And  while  poor  clitoris  they  gently  tickle 
Bet  whjULh^ent's  semen  would  make  the  greatest 
A  bench  of  Bishops  made  a  goodly  show  /tricks 

L&wn  sleeved,  bi  jz  cri eked  i  i  tini  i  1  i  • 
i  _  ri  8  pfICKea»  wel1  oo  1  locked  in  a  row 

And  though  no  seed  of  martyrs  thev  may  vie  Id 

bl°°d  they  an0iDt  the  held. 

F^i  R  Y ®  °yes  l00k  4n  askanc^  more's  the  pi 
For  all  their  penes  are  a  trifle  shitty.  P 

The  Prince's  little  prick  linked  .happ* and  pointed 

n®  Stofed  with  epown  on  head  and  prick  in  hand, 

Like  Mars  beguiled  by  Venus  on  a  stand. 

Their  lower  house  then  duly  summoned  are, 

And  with  their  semen  overshoot  the  bar. 


Tha  speech  begins  e-nd  ouch  impr®»aes, 

Though  broken  by  the  rustling  of  the  ladies*  dresses 

Just  as  he  in  the  middle  of  the  speech  is 

TTi8  Majesty  overshoots  the  Chancellor's  breeches, 

Who,  thinking  he  might  as  well  be  tricky, 

Spends  over  Goidstick,  making  him  more  atickgr. 

Go  Id stick  the  scornful  calls  him  a  low  fellow, 

And  says  his  semen  is  greenish  yellow. 

The  House  adjourns;  the  maids  with  paiSs  and  mops 
from  chairs  and  tables  wipe  up  the  creas^y  slops, 
sponge  without  the  slightest  hesitation 
The  K  .  f’ . '  *  of  a  future  generation. 

£aDY  CLARA  COT.GCRKAMs 

About  your  woes  you  need  not  make  a  fuss; 

' ris,  I  assure  you,  quite  as  bad  for  us. 

This  morning  1  sat  behind  the  Queen's  armchair, 
When  down  to  breakfast  comes  the  son  and  heir. 

In  came  the  glory  of  the  nation, 

As  usual  in  the  act  of  masturbation. 

Ladies  and  the  Queen  turned  as  crimson  as  a  rose 
As  all  the  right  hands  dived  beneath  thei-r  clothes 
•  •  • 

The  courtiers  flowed  their  tools;  some  spent ,  - 
Some  couldn’t  -  over  the  table  into  the  teapot. 

If  spend  they  must,  why  not  use  a  pee  pot? 

The  flies  and  wasps  forsook  the  jam  and  honey 
To  frig  themselves  like  thistles,  tiny  pricks 

and  many* 

The  big  Newfoundland  dog,  the  Prince’s  pet, 
Imbraced  his  knees  and  rubbed  till  wet. 

*he  cat  bestrode  the  pillow  on  the  sofa 
And  rubbed  till  she  got  the  passion  over. 

The  goldfish  swimming  around  so  calm  &hd  dreamy 
Spent  in  their  bowls,  and  made  the  water  creamy. 
The  parrot,  double  decency  to  shock, 

Frigged  his  bare  crying  ’What  a  Cock’; 

Time  the  destroyer  quite  quiescent  stands 
And  the  clock  frigs  itself  with  both  hands. 

m  m  m 

Many  such  indidents  I  could  relate, 

But  as  I  see  the  prince  approaching  here, 

We’d  bett  er  hop  before  he  finds  ua  here. 
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(All  run  out  of  the  palace.  Enter  Prince, 
Bishop^ ~ and  attendants  -  all  friggingj. 


PRINCEs 


Bishop,  I’m  coming  to  an  end* 
BISHOP: 


I’m  spending. 

PRINCE: 

What,  call  that  a  spend? 

I’m  damned  if  I  would  spend  nt  all,  that’s  flat, 
If  I  couldn’t  make  a  better  spend  than  that. 

(Prince  dances  round  and  shakes  his  prick^a* 
the  BishopJ. 

BISHOP: 

All  very  well,  but  next  Wednesday  come  \ 

I  shall  he  past  hope  of  natural  sperm. 

To  make  a  jest  1  do  not  often  seek, 

But  I  feel  always  on  Wednesdays^  weak; 

Likewise  on  Monday,  Tuesday,  ana  Friday, 
Thursday,  all  but  Saturday;  that’s  my  day 
For  that’s  my  holiday.  So  we  must  part, 

Although  I  love  you, prince,  with  all  ray  heart. 
But  1  really  must  give*,  it  un  vnueed 
Ere  my  balls  are  drained  of  all  their  natural  so 
You  see,  all  day  I  wait  upon  your  Highness; 

Now  jfimxcan  yopM  wonder  at  my  state  of  dryness 
As  I  sleep  in  your  bedroom,  wait  on  you  at  meals 
You  can’t  tell  Jiow  your  injured  Bishop  fee]  si 
Nay,  even  when  you  go  to  ease  your  bowels 
I  must  .go  there  with  water,  soap,  and  towels. 

And  so.  Prince,  T  tell  you  to  your  face, 

I  must  indeed  resign  from  this  bloody  place. 

I’ll  sing  you  a  song.  It  my  relieve  your  woes. 
My  heart  is  heavy,  Prince,  but  still,  here  goes! 

(Air:  So  early  in  the  morning) 

When  I  was  young  fend  used  to  wait 
Till  my  prick  got  in  a  pending  state, 

Then  to  the  privy  I’d  repair, 

And  toss  it  off  in  the  'basin  there. 


Su4  when  ]  got  to  man’s  estate 
I  cared  no  more  to  masturbate; 


ot>- 


I  chose  instead  some  lusty  whore, 

And  sheathed  my  prick  in  her  fehfce  galore. 

Rut  after  I  got  to  forty-nine 
I  cured  no  more  for  the  female  swine; 

The  only  thing  that  would  give  me  joy 
Was  a  pretty  red- cheeRed  chubby  boy. 

But  as  I'm  old  and  worn  out  now, 

No  wife  sod  baby  ai e  mine  1  trow; 

I  have  to  resect  to  the  red  right  hand 
That  used  to  soothe  my  boyish  stand. 

So  late  in  my  existence, 

So  late  in  my  existence, 

So  late  in  my  existence, 

It's  enough  to  drive  me  mad.  ^ 

(r.haracters_dancei_Bishop_wee|osi_Prince_laughsi 

PRINCE: 

Of  songs  indeed  you've  made  a  happy  ciioise; 

But  frigging  has  rather  ruined  your  voice. 

BISHOP: 

I  can't  help  that,  Sir. 

PI!  i  NCR: 

\  Tune  up  while  I  put  on  this  stanza. 

(\ir:  Cock-a-doodle) 

Mv  name  is  Cherrytop  the  Prince, 

And  heir  to  the  throne  I  am,  sirs, 

And  I'm  so  cursed  with  selfish  lust, 

From  morning  to  night,  sirs; 

And  this  I  say,  that  every  day 
I  fri"  ri th  mv  whole  might,  sirb. 

(Enter  Sir_Whitneyi_who_b||bns_to_fr ig_at _oncej 

SIP  WHITNEY: 

Most  noble  Prince,  your  singing  cease,  I  pray; 
Behold,  the  King  and  Queen  approach  this  wav. 

(Enter  I<  i  ng  _  and  _  Que  en  ^  _  a  U  _  be  g  i  n  _  to  _  f  r  i  " 
KING: 

On  Wednesday  week,  my  worthy  friends, 
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The  She  spell  that  binds  the  heir  apparent  ends 
The  gracious  fairy  Fair fuck  bids  spa  us  hope 
She  with  the  Demon  certainly  can  cope; 

And  we  intend,  with  all  impressing  urging, 
Betrothing  Ho  Cherrytop  some  virgin. 

Choice  has  been  made  of  one  whose  queenly  charms 
Bespeak  her  fitness  for  a  Prince's  arms. 

The  Princess  Shovituppa,  on  that  day, 

Shall  chase  all  frigging  fantastics  away.  (Cheer, 

OTcourse  you  know  it  will  make  things  more  pUa, 
A,nd  now  to  celebrate  the  jov  before  us; 

Wen  must  unite  in  Song  and  chorus. 

(Air;  Billy  Tavtor) 

KINO: 

When  I  was  young  I  was  a  tine  fellow, 

Brim  full  of  vitality; 

And  my  private  parts  I  would  not  uncover 
To  any  lady  of  quality. 

QUEEN :  '  - 

YPu  need  not  boast  of  your  early  days,  sir: 
Perhaps  you  don't  remember 
'When  my  1 ilywhite .drawers  you  stained,  sir, 

\  With  the  blood  of  my  virginity. 

'  KING: 

Well,  I  can't  say  much  for  your  cunt  at  proseo, 
It’s  very  much  like  a  carpet  bag; 

In  addition  to  which,  the  smell  is  unnleasait, 
And  doesn't  invite  a  fellow  to  shag. 

QUEEN: 

Such  cheek  from  a  half  hung  selfish  frigger 
Fills  me  with  wonderment; 

Wouldn't  you  look  a  pretty  figure 

With  a  stiff  prick  up  your  fundament! 

(Dance  and  Exit.  CURTAIN.) 
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X  ACT  II 

Scene:  The  throne-room*  of  Fuckwel  1  * 
Enter  Lariy  Coldcream. 


LAOY  COLDCRdK: 

The  day  has  come!  At  length  the  happy  day 
When  Cupid  shall  resume  his  wonted  sway, 

When,  teased  no  more  by  owner's  fretful  hands, 
^ '  (  or  cunts  once  more  shall  soothe  our  lovers' 

stands. 

Talking  of  lovers,  here  conies  that  blighted 

dodder 

Of  ancient  fame,  Sir  Whitney  Brown  Bumf odder. 
Enter_Sir_Whitney . 

SIR  WHITNEY : 

Good  morning.  Lady  Clara!  You,  I  see 
Are  waiting  for  the  King  as  well  as  me. 

IAHY  COLDCRFAM:  -  - 

As  well  as  'I*  -  grammar,  sir,  1  mean. 

Besides,  I  wait  not  for  the  King  but  for  the 


Queen. 


SIR  WHITNEY: 


I  stand  corrected;  'tis  the  only  way 
That  I  can  stand  -  excuse  the  jest  -  at  all  todyy 
LADY  CULDCRSAi!: 

HA  ha!  Well  done!  Indeed,  that's  grand; 

ISve  heard  you  lih,  but  never  seen  yon  stand. 


o])  - 


SIR  WHITNEY :  r 

Ah,  in  my  younger  days. I've  fucked  by  scores 
All  in  one  day,  wives,  widows,  inaids  and  whore; 
LADY  COLDCREAM: 

I  fear  you  are  a  bragyart-,  on  my  life. 

But  talking  of  whores,  how's  that  old  hitch 

your  vvi  f  e? 
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SIR  WHITNEY:  ' 

t 

Alas!  As  well  Blight  she  mac*e  wood. 

For  the  lest  fifteen  years  she’s  been  no. good. 

No  man  can  fuck  -  though  my  fault  it  may  be 
A  cunt  that  is  big  enough  to  bath  a  baby; 

Great  chunks  of  meat  hang  from  its  gaping  mouth, 
\nd  itfta  discharge  would  quench  a  drunkards  dsos±. 

drouth; 

find  if  that’s  not  enough  to  make  me  sicker  - 

LADY  COLDCT’ EAM  (interrupting): 

>.hy  don’t  we  liquor? 

;  /.tqnor  up  -  you  needn't  fnewn; 

\ou  don't  suppose  I  want  to  lick  her  down; 

I  leave  that  job  to  you,  it's  yours  by  right. 

SIR  WHITNEY: 

Thanks,  I'd  rather  put  it  off  until  tonight. 

Now  tell  me,  pray;  the  question  do  not  shirk: 

Your  sod  of  a  husband:  is  he  up  to  work? 

You  well  remember  -  ah  no,  don't  look  down  - 
What  fun  we  had  when  he  as  out  of  town. 

LADY  COLDCREAE: . 

Alas,  he  ijever  has  been  since  the  day 
He  married  me  and  took  me  away; 

Ever  since  then  his  prick  has  been  so  limp, 

Sodden  yet  horny,  like  an  ill-boiled  shrimp. 
Besides,  he  never  cared  for  quim 

Ungrateful  wretch!  -  as  I  it  cared  for  him. 

Net  since  I  married  him  sees  years  ago 
^fjave  I  felt  my  husband's  semen  flow  - 
X  mean  within  my  -cunt,  that  best  of  treats; 

Of  course,  I've  seen  it  flowing  in  the  streets. 
What  think  you  of  a  man,  the  night  he's  wed, 

Who  steps  from  his  wife's  arms  and  shits  upon  the 

bed , 

Who  heedless  of  her  caresses  and  her  wiles 
Turns  on  his  arse  ahd  frigs  her  with  his  piles? 
Who  boated  comes  to  bed,  despite  his  bunions, 

And  belches  undigested  onions?  s 

If  I  could  have  my  way,  God  strike  me  stiff  - 
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SIR  WIIITNEY ^interuppting: 

If  I  could?*  Madam,  never  mention  if 

Once  a  fleet  hound,  his  quarry  when  he  viewed, 

Sprang  to  his  feet  and  in  a  jiffy  pursued; 

But  though,  he  gained  upon  his  panting  fas*  prey 
lie  stopped  to  ease  himself,  and  lost  the  day. 

Now  if  he  hftd  not  stopped,  the  wise  declare, 

The  greyhound  wan  by  rights  would  have  caught  the 

hare. 

Now,  Mada^,  pray  tskn  the  lesson  take  to  heart. 

But  here's  the  King  and  Queen,  so  we  must  part. 

5Di®r_^iDSi_^?®®Di_a!?^_Courtier8. 

KING: 

At  last,  my  friends,  the  happy  day's  arrived 
When  our  young  Prince  shall  worthily  be  wived. 

So  tell  Ber  Royal  Highness  the  Princess, 

As  soon  as  whe  has  douched  and  donned  her  wedding 

dress 

We  shan  be  glad  to  see  her.  (Noise  without) 

What's  the  row?  We  can't  stand  any” Interruption s 
,  (*l2-*.S2«r tier:)  /now. 

Just  go  and-  see  what  the  fuss  is  about.  > 

MESSENGER  enters  and  announces: 

Sir  Secondary  Symptoms  waits  without. 

KING: 

Well,  who  is  he?  Just  show  him  in.  (Enter  Sir  S.E,) 
Are  you  the  cause  of  this  bloody  din?  3 

SIR  SECONDARY: 

Most  precious  lord,  I  come  at  the  command 
©f  Bubo,  King  of  Russia,  neighbouring  land, 

Who  bids  that  you  will  listen  to  the  voice 
Of  reason,  that  the  Prince  may  take  a  choice. 

His  elder  daughter  Syphilide  the  Fair 
He  offers  as  a  bride  to  your  young  heir. 

None  can  compre  with  her  for  half  a  minute; 

Princess  Shovituppa  isn't  even  in  it. 
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KDDI  KING: 

Well,  Sir,  I  can  see  but  one  thing  in  the  way j 
That  is  that  the  betrothtl  must  take  place  today. 

So  let  her  come;  perbhance  my  son  will  choose  her  - 
/if  not,  then  personally  I'll  abuse  her;/  Ob 
Besides,  she’d  quickly  find  another  beau. 

Just  represent  this  wisely  to  King  Bubo- 
I  trust  that  he  and  I  may  never  be  foes  ,  (T<£_  servant) 
Give  him  a  glass  of  beer  before  he  goes.- 

Exit  Sir  Secondary  and  servant. 


Now  he’s  gone  let’s  see  the  wedding  gifts. 
Jewels,  dildoes,  teas  and  shifts  - 
Such  gifts  as  these  I  will  not  spurn,  I  wean. 
These  pots  of  rosecream  and  vaseline  -! 

Well,  this  is  liberal,  upon  my  word. 

Wut  whose  is  this?  You  know  we  haven't  heard; 
You  know  i  always  like  the  doncns  to  be  known, 
So  cal^  them  one  by  one  before  the  throne. 

King  ascends  the  throne. 

( M"  y  GKETLEMAN : 


Let  her  young  spouse  neglect  herv$*as  he  will  do| 
For  solace,  this  india-rubber  dildoe. 

With  tepid  milk  and  water  fill  the  balls, 

Und  it  is  ready  when  occasion  calls. 

UDY: 

Now  to  our  ©ex  that  were  a  base  affront! 

I  offer  him  an  india-rubber  cunt  - 


Wherewith  to  solace  many  hours 

When  she’s  confined  or  suffering  with  the  flowes 
So  he  may  instead  of  ladle® ’  labors  ; 

/Enjoy/  the  'F  emme  de  voyage*  of  lively 


CZjl)  GENTLEMAN : 


neighbours . 


To  ease  her  piles  when  e’er  her  loves  shall 

dod  her, 

This  wondrous  soft  medicated  bumf odder • 


OJL)  LAW: 

But  in  spite  of  that  they  still  grow  wuss 
This  magic  complicated  small  truss. 


OD-W 


& 

(VO  GENTLEMAN: 

Now,  as  much  fucking  makes  it  wet  and  squi mmy , 
Here's  a  syringe  with  which  to  wash  he:-  quinmy . 

IA')Y: 

And  when  his  ordure  he  would  fain  deposit: 

Sir  Thomas  Monies'  world- famous  warthen  closet. 


6WL)  G  EN'TL1 1.1AN  : 

The  bridegroom's  gift  I  have  it  here, 

The  latest  invention  for  the  catheter. 

For  though  the  Prince's  prick  is  now  a  picture 
No  married  man  is  ever  free  from  stricture, 
Besides  the  common  evil  which  i s  sadder: 

A  little  inflammation  of  the  bladder. 

( ')  L  \BY: 

Since  the  sign  of  noble  breeding 
Is  to  cultivate  a  taste  for  reading, 

I  offer  him  the  epigrams  of  Martial 
Translated  in  a  manner  quite  impartial. 

'(«*>  m  ^ 

So  these  jfesaa-  diapers  AI  now  bring,  *■'! 

That,  one  might  pass  tb„em  through  a  wedding  ring 
KING: 

Through  any  ring  would  this  fine  texture  pass? 

GENTLEMAN: 

It  would,  my  liege. 

KING: 

Then  stuff  it  up  your  arse. 

<yl)  LADY: 

This  a 1  um  i  n  i  urn  patent  keyless  dial 
The  time  correctly  keeps. 


WS’ll  make  a  tri&l. 

What* 8  the  time  now?  Be  good  enough  to  state. 


0D--Mr2- 
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Sir,  half  past  seven. 

KING: 

Then  kiss  «y  arse  at  eight. 

GENTLEMAN: 

This  little  handbag  of  enamelled  leather 

Will  keep  things  dry,  e'en  in  the  wettest  weather 

Always  useful  at  a  ball  or  fete, 

Though  its  contents,  I  own,  are  no  light  weight. 
KING: 

What's  in  it? 

(640  GENTLEMAN: 

Shit!  Your  Majesty's  sold.  • 

s  KING: 

Shit!  When  I  thought  it  had  been  gold! 

IIow  daro|  you,  sir,  to  mention  shit, 

To  think  vulgattty  will  pass  for  wit! 

To  sell  a  Icing  again  you'll  never  dare. 

(T9  a .  t.endants) Take  him  eu4  and  rub  it  in  hiw 
7  7 - r~  hair. 

I  CJL\  LADY :  v 


T  Bftin'g,  grew t  King,  a  small  bscwn  parcel 


Containing  - 


•KING: 

Cut,  hasten,  Madam,  /or  I'll  hoot  your  arsehole/ 
(C(4-)  L\DY : 

Containing  buckles  for  the  future  Queen. 

KINO: 

What  are  huckles? 

QlV)  LADY: 

Black  men’s  arseholes  painted  green. 

(Lady  runs  off  to  avoid  s^an^er . 

Jhrgws  .bye -.and  .knQcks-Sir.Secendasrv 
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Symptoms  as  he  enters_wi th_Princess_Syphi 1 ide£x_and 
Princess_Shovi tuppaj . 

KING: 

Here  are  the  rival  beauties;  welcome  both! 

Send  for  Prince  Cherrytop  to  pledge  his  tneth. 

Enter  the  Prince.  All  begin_to_f rigi__Enter 
^Fairy”FaIrfuckr2lAlI~cease”frigging_and_ blush. 

KING: 

Now  which  do  you  fancy,  sonny?  Do  not  lingees 
PRINCE: 

One  moment,  father.  Bishop^ pull  my  finger. 

(Bishop  pulls  finger/and_Prince_farts.__He 
then  v66S  to" the” Princesses" and" examine s_their_ cunts 

Both  have  elegantly  moulded  twots; 

I  can’t  decide,  30  let's  draw  lots. 

(Draws  pager  with  Princes«_SjjovituppeN  s_name_on_i  t) 

Dear  Shovituppa,  will  you  be  my  bride? 


PR  I NC  ES  3  SII(  V  VI TUPBA : 


t  must 


XBSS 


(Pr:  nee 


see  your  prick  e'er  I  decide, 
shows  Pt .  Prince 1 


Do  you  call  that  thing  a  prick?  So  smi.ll  and  flaobj 
I’ve  seen  a  better  prick  upon  a  babby. 

(Prince  puts  hand  in_pocket_and_ pulls_his_ball£ 
up  from”  ills  "ankles  | . 


Call  those  balls?  They're  more  like  pens; 

I'd  stuff  the  whole  lot  up  my  arse  with  ease. 
Take  him  away. 


FAIRY  FASEFUClv: 


Not  quite  so  fast,  my  dear. 

You  forget  there's  been  enchantment  here. 

In  opposition  to  the  potent  spell 

My  magic  wand  -  and  then  the  tale  I'll  tell. 

(Produces  lar,^e_rod_and_says_ to_Pr ince) 

Take  down  your  breeches,  and  kneel  before  the 

-  (Gives  him  a  good_ licking)  /princess. 

How  do  you  like  that?  See  how  he  winces! 


OO-lH 


'  '  NS 

Now  girl,  bsiirfl  you  a  nine  inch  penis  stands; 

You  scarce  can  span  his  balls  with  both  hands. 

You  will  spm&  hits  no  nor e . 

PlINCEs 

I  wish  sty  bottom  wasn't  so  sore. 

But  still,  the  birch  has  made  me  bloody  lewd. 

FAIRY  FAIRFUCX: 

Bush,  make  love  prettily,  don't  be  rude. 

(Presents  birch  toPrincess^ . 

lere,  take  this  birch  whene’er  you  find  him 

lagging 

/in  all  that  appertains  to  shagging/. 

Give  him  three  dozen  with  all  your  might, 

And  you'll  gtod  he  will  amuse  you  all  the  night. 

KING: 

Now  you've  settled  this  eventful  case , 

At  once  the  wedding  may  take  place. 

Now,  good  Bishop,  while  I  join  their  hands 
Will  you  unite  them? 

(Enter  Chancre_-_through_trag) 

CITANCRE: 

I  forbid  the  banns. 

KING: 

Pray,  in  this  matter  who  gave  you  voice? 

G^he  prince  has  made  a 'free  and  happy  choice. 

CHANCRE: 

I  am  the  incarnation  of  the  pox; 

^This  is  ray  god-daughter  Syphilide;  shall  mortals 

spurn  her? 

And  bid  me  back  to  her  parents  turn  her? 

Not  unless  fAir  Syphilide  be  led 
By  Cherrytop  to  the  nuptial  bed. 

And  aa  his  queen  ascends  Rogeria's  throne, 

You  and  I,  King,  have  to  pick  a  bone. 

PRINCESS  SHUVITUPPA: 

For  all  your  threats  I  do  not  care  a  fuck; 


*  (< 

I'll  never  leave  ray  darling  Princey-duck. 

My  Cherrytop,  will  you  desert  me  now? 

PRINCE: 

My  life,  my  love,  I’m  buggered  if  I  do. 

Hook  it  now,  you  dammed  old  /witch, 

02  And  take  your  poxy,  rotten  /  bitch/ 

Be  that  your  answer;  you  can’t  hurt  her. 

•  .CHANCRE: 

0  Can’ti  I?  But  I  can,  Sir! 

Now  may  the  pox  in  every  variation 

Smite  each  inhabitant  of  this  great  nation 

From  head  to  foot  with  secondary  spots! 

The  teeth  fall  out  and  the  {Jaw  bone  rots, 

Basins  soften  as  the  frontal  bones  decay 
Beneath  hair  that's  prematurely  grey! 

May  nodes  affect  the  knee  joints,  shins  and  toes 
And  knuckles  too,  to  add  to  all  their  woes! 

May  rheumatism  rock  their  weary  loins 
And  bubos  twain  appear  in  all  your  groins! 
llyyx  sciatica  affect  your  hips 
And  chancre  grow  en  all  your  penis  tips, 

While  foul  orchitis  on  the  scrotum  seizes 
And  swells  the  balls  as  large  as  Stilton  cheeses! 
May  sloughing  phagaoenda  eat  away 
All  that  escape  from  granular  decay, 

And  when  by  madness  all  your  days  are  ended, 
Perhaps  you'll  be  sorry  you've  offended. 

PRINCESS  SYPHILIDE: 

You  see  the  penalty  you  take  your  duck  with; 

Jfou'd  better  grind  while  you've  a  prick  to  fuck  wi 
Of  course,  vuur  illness  is  but  slight, 

But  you'll  find  it  worse  before  you're  right. 

Don't  t!  ink  I'm  vexed  because  the  Prince  you  got; 

I  wouldn't  have  him,  the  nasty  poxy  lofc. 

I  wish  you  joy  of  your  approaching  marriage! 

(Exit,  with  Chancre) 

KING,  to  Sir  Secondary: 

And  now,  Sir,  kindly  show  me  to  your  carriage . 

I  daresay  it  doesn't  hurt. 

Ood  damn,  what’s  this  mess  on  my  shirt? 

CD-iiC, 


o\)-U5 


/  <  t 


/Damn  and  blast  this  poxy  curse?/ 

Sand  for  a  doctor,  I'm  getting  worse! 

FAIRY  FAIRFUCK: 

Now,  Fuckwel 1 ,  if  attention  you  will  pay, 

You  may  still  ia  health  live  many  a  day. 

I  have  a  plan*  by  which,  if  care  is  taken, 

We'll  cook  old  Bubo’s  goose,  and  save  our  bacon. 

(Whianere  to  the_Kingj, _who  chuckleB_@.nd 
frere, tcEeahla  belief . 


KING: 

First  rate!  We  will  an  embassy  prepare, 

Bearing  King  Bubo  presents  rare. 

Myself  and  Court  trill  lead  it;  he'll  receive 
And  when  we  proffer  friendship,  he'll  believe®. 

CURTAIN. 

ACT  Ilf  . 

Scene i  Dining  room  in  the_galace_of _King_Bubo . 
Kingi  Queen  and'Cour tier s_dis cove red _gt_a^tabl« 
in” sh I rt- sleeves z  drinking. 

PRINCES  SYPIIILIDE: 

This  comes  of  making  overtures.  The  wretch! 

But  still  I  thought  his  passions  I  coulci  fetch. 

I  cannot  make  it  out;  I'm  lost  in  wonderment, 
Damn  my  tortoise-shell  cat’s  fundament! 


BUBO: 

Well,  Syphilide,  it  can't  be  helped,  you  1 
i  UJ  d  ear,  wefll  soon  get  you  another  beau. 
You'd  no6  have*  much  sport  with  him  as  wifi 
A  Callow  who1 s  been  frigging  all  his  life. 
Look  at  old  Secondary  Symptoms  here; 

He’s  an  example  to  make  you  boys  beware. 
Yet  I  remember  him  quite  well  and  strong, 
(to  Sir  SS^Come,  lord-in-waiting,  tune  us 

SIR  SECONDARY: 


know. 


up  a 
song ! 


I9m  vory  old,. my  liege,  and  fain  would  rest. 
But,  a b  you  bid  me,  I’ll  do  ay  beat* 

(Air:  ?  ) 
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This  weak  and  shrunken  hand 
Could  in  past  time  command  « 

Admiration  for  its  bulkiness  and  grace. 

But  it's  palsied  and  cold  now 
And  shrivelled  and  old  /now/  OK 
And  no  comfort  is  there  in  its  back  and  face. 
These  fingers  once  so  light 
By  daylight  or  by  night 
Over  all  my  beauties  have  been  flitting. 

But  now  I  can  but  ehooae 
These  fingers  poor  to  use 
In  pushing  up  ray  piles  when  I've  been  sbi t*4ig 

BUBO : 

I  Had  no  idea  you  could  sing  so  well. 

Here,  have  a  liquor.  (Bell)  Ilark,  I  hear  a  bell. 
Just  go  and  see  who  is  at  the  gate 
While  I  get  ready  to  receive  in  stale.  ( Button 
My  loving  Queen,  let's  hear*  your  tuneful  notgs^n 

QUEEN: . 

Just  a  minute  till  the  bell's  done  ringing; 

I  hate  an  interruption  when  I'm  singing. 

(Air:  The  Lincolnshire  Poacher) 

» 

Oh,  when  I  was  young  and  went  to  school 
of  man  I  had  no  fear; 

I  used  to  handle  every  tool 

that  I  could  e’er  get  near; 

At  last  I  fell  in  love  at- sight, 

/as  you  shall  shortly  hearj/^ 

He  was  my  (Might  both  day  ana  night 
all  seasons  of  the  year. 

fTwas  to  the  under-gseriBBr f s  boy 
that  I  lost  my  maidenhead; 

And  for  six  months  he  was  my  joy 

till  I  nearly  fucked  him  dead; 

And  then  a  farmer  I  did  invite, 

at  my  tastes  you  needn't  sneer; 

For  'twas  my  delight  both  day  and  night, 

All  seasons  of  the  year. 

So  when  I  wed  my  Royal  'King,* 
to  rear  up  lusty  stocks; 
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I  brought  no  maidenhead  to  him, 
and  he  gave  me  the  pox; 

What  odds,  we  deem  it  right 

each  other's  life  to  cheer; 

For  it’s  ray  (flight  both  day  and  night 
all  seasons  of  the  year. 

I  E2Ll«..2i?ElS22?_al?d_general  encore^. 

BUBO:  n. 

* 

This  is  a  prime  suggestion, 
a  downright  smart  idea; 

There  is  no  kind  of  question 
that  he  to  both  is  dear; 

In  marriage  thus  united 

our  families  shall  grow, 

And  I  should  be  flighted 

to  see  them  fucking  now; 

Damn  all  expense, 

Now  all  commence 

Lots  of  sprees,  and  sport,  and  fun; 
It's  infradig  appelf 
{ to  frig  myself. 

But  still  I  know  itts  done. 

(Commences  frigging^ 

^  FAIRY .FAIRFUCK,  entering  in  disguise: 

Bigamy,  bugger  me,  upon  i@y  word! 

Do  you  think  I've  not  the  project  heard  ? 
Although  I  much  regret  to  spoil  the  plans, 
Most  noble  King,  I  must  forbid  the  banns. 

Oh  kindly  potentates,  0  Sires  most  regal, 

-  Aren’t  you  aware  that  bigamy’s  illegal? 

BUBO : 

what  the  hill  is  that  to  you? 

/Do  you  want  me  to  go  and  bust  you?/  ($s 
Ain’t  I  thi  King,  and  isn't  that  enough? 

You  must  come  interf ereing,nmst  you* 

/You  deserve  a  boot  right  up  the  arse;/ 

Take  that!  and  let  the  Royal  party  pass. 
^i£b?_!}?r_2’r2®i_aOd_Fairy  F.  throws  off  her 

*  (Kt  <v^o/e  of  fkj.  to. .  f" 
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FAIRY  FAIRFUCK: 

Ha  ha!  my  boy,  within  the  very  hour 
By  that  rash  kick  you’ll  lose  your  power. 

I  laid  a  trap  for  you  with  Fuckwell  here, 

And  nicely  you  have  stepped  within  it  -  dear! 
You’d  best  say  your  prayers,  you  spiteful  sod; 
You’ve  struck  a  Fairy,  and  a  deraiegod. 

BUBO: 

A  demi-god!  Damme,  here’s  a  go. 

0  come,  1  say,  how  was  I  to  know 

Till  of  the  secret  you  were  the  unraveller? 

I  thought  you  were  some  commercial  traveller! 

(weeps1 

CIIANCUU: 

You  forgot  to  deal  with  me,  fqir  foe; 

My  spells  are  not  affected  by  the  blow. 

Though  you  may  try,-yofi'll  try  youf  best  no  doubt 
I  ratheV  think  you’ll  find  your  work  cut  out. 
Though  by  your  act,  you  fool,  you  soddish  King 
To  beat  a  withh  is  quite  another  thing; 

For  though  it  may  not  twice  the  parts  invade, 

You  can' ti  get  ride  of  the  pox  without  my  aid. 

FAIRY  FAIRFUCK: 

Can’t  I?  You’ll  be  sorry  that  you  spoke, 

When  a  god's  aid  I  speedily  invoke. 

Kneel  down  and  bow  your  heads,  my  noble  frienus, 
Until  the  time  the  deity  descends. 

Then  each  brave  and  noble  lady  fair, 

Unite  with  me  in  universal  prayer. 

Come,  Mercury!  from  Olympia’s  height. 

Save  from  the  baneful  pox  each  suffering  wight ! 

Descend  and  hear  our  present  supplication 

And  make  your  name  resound  throughout  the  nation! 

ALL  except  Bubo's  court: 

Mercury!  Ah,  save  us,  help  us,  good  Mercury! 
FAIRY  FAIRFUCK: 

Teach  those  who  scorn  your  aid  to  dread  you; 

A  thousand  lights  shall  on  your  altar  blaze, 

Fed  with  all  the  pills  and  ointments  every  hour, 
And  hospitals  all  screech  forth  your  prais 
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Mercury  descends  in  a  mercury_bath^ 

FAIRY  FBIRFUCK:  • 

Ere  we  return  and  leave  this  foolish  King, 

I  think  it’s  right  thut  swraebody  should  sing; 

And  as  with  ardour  every  boaos  burns, 

Perhaps  we'd  better  sing  &  song  by  turns. 

(To  Queen  Gamarouche) 

My  Queen" suppose  you  start.  I'll  choaae  the  theme 
Of  Love,  the  subject  of  the  poetic  dream. 

QUEEN  GA1LER0UCITE: 

(Air;  A  Tight  Little  Island) 

With  motherly  joy,  I  behold  ray  dear  boy, 

The  matter  no  longer  he  misses; 

I  can  see  by  his  tool  b&  is  longing  to  cool 
Your  hot  little  twot  little  Princess. 

ALL: 

A  nice  little  tight  little  Princess; 

A  neat  little  sweet  little  Princess; 

Delighting  our  hearts,  and  exploring  our  parts, 
Our  nude  little  lewd  little  Princess. 

(Chorus  sung  after  each  stanza)  ~ 

SIR  WHITNEYL 

This  talk  about  twot  is  really  all  rot; 

At  farces  a  wife  never  winces; 

For  his  semen  will  fleck  your  sauc^  white  neck 
And  your  two  little  buds  little  Princess. 

PRINCE: 

The  best  of  the  fun  I'd  hardly  begun 
When  Dad  with  his  wicked  old  grin  says 
'Don't  be  alarmed,  pet,  if  his  liquid  should  get 
In  your  dear  little  ear)  little  Princess'. 

LADY  COLDCREAM: 

They  will  soon  find  out,  without  any  doubt 
What  the  gap  betwixt  your  nose  and  your  chin 

says; 

But  the  hot  juiae  will  trickle,  when  toramy  you 

tickle 

With  the  tips  of  your  lip*  little  Princess. 
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BISHOP: 

t 

1*11  tell  you  besides,  what  happens  to  brides 
A  bridegroom  so  quickly  convinces; 

But  I’ll  wager  long  odds,  that  he  frequently 
Your  plump  little  rump  little  Princess. 

KING  RJCKWELL: 

Now  we  can  do  no  better,  I f 1 1  be  bound, 

Than  to  celebrate  with  fucks  all  round* 

FAIRY  ITCKWEBL: 

Not  quite  so  fast*  Before  we  further  go 
Youfve  got  another  part  to  play,  I  know, 

Changed  from  the  gorgeous  to  the  buffoon, 

A  weak-kneed,  cunt-struck,  shagged-out  poltroon 
Prince) 

You,  Prince,  rei wed  of  your  solitary  vice 
May  now  enjoy  each  hole  you  fancy  nice; 

Your  spots  for  spangles  you  may  now  exchange, 

A  nimble  Harlequin  the  world  to  range. 

And  lest  your  bitch  should  leave  you  in  the  lur< 
As  magic  wand,  retain  the  fairy  birch* 

[To  Princess) 

\ 

You,  fair  Princess,  shall  by  your  charms  excite 
Each  lad  who  sees  you  on  the  stage  tonight. 

Box,  pit,  and  gallery  shall  scratch  their  balls 
And  cockstanda  be  at  a  discount  in  the  stalls 
When  they  behold  you,  sweet  god-daughter  mine, 
Hot,  wriggling,  mofi&t- 1 ipped ,  fucksome  Columjin' 
[To  Bishop) 

For  you,  good  Bishop,  I. have  kept  a  part 
Well  suited  to  the  wishes  of  your  heart? 

Deprived  as  you  have  been  of  sexual  joys, 

You1!!  revel  in  policemen,  geese,  and  boys. 

So  lay  your  shovel*  hat  and  apron  dowtj, 

Be  a  marry,  farting,  bottom- loving  clown. 
(To_All£ 

Before  you  start  on  your  immortal  shag 
I  must  be  sure  1  don't  forget  the  gag. 

(All  advance  to  the  footlights) 

A  leasom  for  both  friends  and  foes 
*hile  I  the  moral  of  this  play  disclose. 
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Frigging  is  bad  when  carried  to  excess, 

Though  sweet  at  times  to  solace  loneliness. 

But  better  to  frig,  however  the  mind  it  shocks. 
Then  from  promise*, .us  fucking  to  get  the  pox. 
Still,  if  the  desire  for  prudence  be  too  great 
And  chancres  should  bring  on  an  infected  ttate! 
Be  sure  you  no  other  remedy  try  ' 

But  pin  your  faith  alone  in  Mercury. 

*il!?!-£harecters_dance_through_their_raasque. 

I-?-??* theni  and  they  line  up  on  the 
£H02_S!_  she  speaks  to  the  audiencej*  ---- 

eur  task  is  done,  our  play  is  at  an  end. 

Pleasure  with  buAiness  let  us  deftly  blend, 

And  beg,  for  this  poor  tale  of  cock  and  cunt, 

The  kind  forbearance  of  our  friends  in  front. 

If  you  approve,  you'll  signify,  perhaps, 

Your  pleasure,  not  by  poxes,  but  by  claps. 

GOD  SHAVE  THE  QUIM.  VIVAT  VAGINA. 
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IT'S  THE  SAME  THE  WHOLE  WORLD  OVER 
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LA-HAUT  SUR  LA  M0NTA6ME. 


La-haat  sur  la  Boat ague , 
Mirontou-ton  nirontaine, 
J'al  aper$u  un  cu. . . 

Ua  care  d©  cosp&gn®, 

Mironton-ton  nirontaine, 
Qui  conduisait  son  tron. s. 
Son  troupeau  de  f idsles , 
Mironton-ton  nirontaine, 
ftai  allait  faire  an  p«. . . 
Un  paler inage, 

Mirontoa- ton  oirontoine , 


aller  voir  la  Vi  erg®. 

(Lajos  Zilahy:  The  Dukays) . 


*ETITB  AMELTF.. 


La  petite  Amelia 
K'arait  bien  premia 
Trois  polls  de  son  con 
Poor  me  faire  an  Tee ton. 

Le  poll  est  ase 
L* habit  eat  foata 
La  petite  Amelia 
N’a  plus  de  poll  an  con! 

(Lajos  Zilahy:  • 

(Pomr  little  Annie 
Promised  to  take  e© 

Three  hairs  from  her  fanny 
^  coat  for  to  make  ns. 

The  coat  ie  no©  facked 
And  quite  up- tge-pol©; 

The  hair  is  all  plucked 

And  j^pne'e  bar®  round  the  hole). 


The  Dukaya) 


DEUX  LIMERICKS. 

une  jeuno  fine  de  France 
Qui  arait  un®  bebe  en  enfance. 

Quaad  la  mere  lui  a  dit, 

P11  1>&B  appria? 

Elle  a  dit:  Je  l'ai  pris  pour  un®  dance. 


^  u>- ' 
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II  Toudrait  un  jmrac  hosmo  chinole 
Earir  un®  jeun©  fills  dans  le  bois; 
Mai®  celle-ci  repondit: 

—“Mon,  non,  pa®  lei ; 

Je  Yens  qn’il  ait  16em  sou®  un  toit. 


$ 

Ct»-  . 


I  • 


COMMENT  PISSENT  LES  ROMMES? 


Type  SOCIAL  -  Re joint  sea  amis  pour  pisser  avec  eui, 
qu'il  ait  be9oin  ou  non,  et  dit  "9a  ne  coDte 
ri en" .  _  ,  ‘ . 

Type  FOLATRE  -xHixli&f  txpaf  ond  de  1’uninoif,  y 
pour  les  bulles.  v. 

Type  TIMIDE  -  Ne  sai t  pAs  pisser  lorsque  quelqu'un 
•  le  regarde .  Pretend  qu’il  a  piss4  et  revieat 
pisser  tout  seul . 

Type  INSTRUIT  -  Lit  1' article  de  sou  jounnal  en 
pissant. 

Type  PESSCCCUPE  -  Pas  tres  tassure  sur  un  amour 

recent,  fait  a  la  derobade  une  inspection  de 
son  outil,  tout  en  pissant. 

Type  TECHNICIEN  -  Fait  dee  dessins  ou  essaie 
d’ecrire  son  nom  en  pissant.. 

Type  PRECIEUX  -  Secoue  son  engin  longueraent  et 
prolonge  la  remise  en  p&mce. 

Type  DEMORALISE  -  Re^te  la  un  certain  temps,  com¬ 
mence  a  maugreer,  pete,  essaie  de  pisser,  pete 
encore,  et  s'en  va  en  grognant. 

Type  VIPEREUX  -  Pete  Bilencieusement,  renifle  l'air 
et  regarde  1  ’ homes e  a  c6t6,  en  somiae  pour 
l’accuser.  ' 

Type  FARCEUR  -Raconte  des.  blagues  en  pissant, 

secoue  son  instrument  bebtbbb  comae  une  sonnet t 
en  criant  "dilling,  dilling". 

Type  DISTRAIT  -  Ouvre  son  gilet,  sort  sa  cr&vate, 

b  lit  la  publicity  et  pisse  dan®  son  pantalon. 

Type  NERVEUX  -  Ne  salt  pas  ouvrir  sa  brayette,  se 
f&che  et  arrache  un  bouton. 

Type  DORM EUR  -  Pisse  dans  la  j&mbe  do  son  pantalon, 
dans  ses  souliers,  part  avec  sa  brayette 
ouverte  et  arsange  ses  boules  dehors,  deux 
minutes  plus  tard. 

Type  BRUY ANT  }  Si f fie  en  pissant  et  regard©  ad-dessu 


de  la  cloison  pour  voir  le  taachin  de  l'autre. 
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Type  VANITEUX  -  Ouvre  5  boutons  lorsque  2  suffisent. 
Type  DEGOURDI  -  Pisae  sans  tenir  l'ustensile  en 

main  et  ajuste  sa  crav$te  tout  en  fonctionnant. 
Type  PROPRE  -  Use  son  jet  a  laver  l'urionoir  et.g 
plsse  les  jambes  ecartfcs  pour  eviter  les 
gouttea  sur  sea  godasses. 

Type  BRUTAL  -  Band®  comae  un  taureau,  ne  sait  paa 
piaser,  donne  une  claque  a  sou-  queue  et  un 
coup  de  pied  a  l'urinoir,  et  s' en  va. 

•vpe  BON  -  Of f re  sa  queue  a  I'essai  a  toutes  les 
femmes  qui  passent. 
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ALTER  MANN 


Alter  Mann  will  fischen  gebn, 

Bis  sub  Bauch  is  Vftisiw  stehn, 

0,  0? 

Fiache  spielen  schabernack, 

Beissen  '  n  alien  Mann  ia  - 

0,  ©! 

IN  PER  NACBT. 

In  der  Nacht,  in  der  Naeht, 

Vo  die  Liebe  ervacht, 

Vnd  der  Papa  ait  der  Masaa  etwas  macht, 

E@  schauen  die  lieben  Kinder  zu, 

Sagen:  'Papa,  was  sacks t  denn  du? ' 

DAS  VEIHNACHTSFEST. 

Die  Kinder  sitsen  unterss  Weihnachtsbaun, 
Der  Vater  spielt  nit  Matter  ihrer  Pflausa' , 
Die  Gutter  spielt  sit  Vaters  seinen  Eiern  • 
1st  das  doch  eis?  achbnen  Weihnachtsf  eier ! 

V0R3ICHT! 

In  jedem  Schei ashans  wohnt  ein  Geist 
Der  ISnger  als  5  Minuten  scheisst  - 
Und  einem  in  die  Eier  beisst! 

(In  every  shithouse  lives  a  sprite 
That  takes  5  minutes  for  a  shite  - 
And  people's  balls  he  loves  to  bite!) 


Select 


£t,U 


m-  fau  *•-***-  viv^ 


FILO SOFIA 

Xqtia  fresca  e  vioo  puro 
Fica  stretta  e  cazza  doro. 


VERSE  AND  VERSE 
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SKYWRITER  JOE. 

%  i“-  2;  -■• "‘ErStS,?- 

“"rough  a  hole  in  a  letter. 


JACK  AND  .TTT.T. 


£;.s  :‘S.rs  s.s 

But  not  *«°St2iighcit«rcrowu  ~ 


JACK  and  JILT. 


Jack  end  Jill  „nt  up  the  hUl 
He  met' re  beeu  a  “auke'e!7  **  ' 


YORKSHTRk  RTfvUpg 

l»Oop  in  control  tmr«. 

Gil*l  on  knee  and  ni  ?perator  sits. 

In  to  cooes  fo r«aan&ying  witfa  tits. 

'Stop  twiddlin'  tits  ln  8niles: 

2- H.u'eoae  bootl.y  boo  ‘^‘o'  «*»■<•. 

“««™  in  pantry"^™  '«*. 

Oop  in  n/1T>1  „  J  Vin  "ook. 

’Stop  fooklu°rc“‘^r°OS  ”5»e«lo: 

3- Douu  lu  b,ll.Di!  °kl°'  De<‘1*'' 

Pollin'  pud  uith  °?d  ^affl  "tends, 

Oop  ln  oulnJ  erl“y  ’onde.  ’ 

'Stop  pullin' 

4.  little  praucte  l  ^ 

Picked  oop  baby 'bv°ta  £"“  °Ch°01- 

“"other  »^ue«udbfT‘he  to"!' 

10  r“ib  tb«  tot drsYzTjhxF^?r 


oD-  -12.4 


03X43.2 


*=  PAC-E5 


r 


d>-1%3 


*  -■ 


>g&  flie&giMv  ceo»f  Sf*£ 


"?•  ^  J%a4**  f  A  l^fe  ^  ^ 

,i^K  ^  |A^5  ^  4iv  M;/y  | 

**p  c&J,*&<$t‘  &f 

'  4  eJLA+*&&t  j;  <x  4^0^  I 

Z4  ih^w  fi>*w«fe^ii||i  l£  ***  1  \  ' 

^  '  ' ;4&*  '[  yL^uZZ^M^Lg  i 

**A..  *&+*9  ^Af^^JtiAd  jfi^’  Ct  &JUfL#t .  - ~-  " 

-V  ^  ^g**  '-*•  ^  iMfr*  -2. ,  j 

/*Hk0V^fMa 

? ...  •  4^  ^rt/ir  -* _.  *  v ^  ] 

He  Lm*A  * '  t*^  g£cc*r  1&M  ;[*&.  qfck  *^>*~44 '&**4'&di£  j 

^>4  »*v-fc  ~»  A*  ia,/-  i^Mk 


“#  Ad>yf  '  ,-f  i^&ri  0J?  _:'*<>  ,#fiS8  e-g*~4si '9**4'&d% 
"fl*.  "4a*~3C  »*v-fc  ~*  A*  <&*m^a*e*Xa*£-j  |s^- 

.  __„  ~~tyjL^A  Lj  ^jr^Ji.  ■  rihSi".  -‘ ^  ^ 

S*fJT'.  "  _  ^  **y.»i»^’  r4i»  -  'fet-dtS  .Jhvd£f&  '^&<"  £***  <n.i^_ 

/,  •  h,r  -i^-iiyii^i, ■f.-NitlTV^ffc  /i^J<lHL 

-  - ;  f  *s;t '  -*  «*->■  «<»  Xgjgfr  j&Jl***  - ;  - 

. -  •-'  *U*L *t  —2  -  •  •  -4  <-*i^  ’■•.i  '•,  '  .  .»,.. 


*vT 
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^A  M 

•/2U  a 

^  A-  ^  ^  JU 


-/^T£_/KT  t^JU^  rtJX*j  -^JX.  b  ~  %  4~~f£^ 

Cf(/)R^rr f  t>  t>c£  vurHl  v^‘-H^/i*/ 

A  ^**C  //  *-<  Ar-ilU^  '  \JJLL~,  '  C 

£U~X  '.  jAtZly  J.  X  'TJ*~'  ~^y- 

^~AJL  ai  &AjX  '  z5  *~»  j  Xc  w— o  >fct  ^  -? 

X  *C ~  O^X^r*  Cm~-  A^  ~X 

- ^  ** - ^  « - ^-"ly 


^  "To  4s  r  , 

^  <X  m— /v^u  -  wAA  7^- 

^  jf  Hj  d*Ji  ;  ^r<.  ’  v^o^JT 

^  <-X*.  ^  . 

.’+  ty  «  <  <T>  t^«.  “J  •  «  1 

"7  /«.y«  hty~f  .  /  P^ilC  ^tv  i'^  ^  •  "j  , 

^i  *M .  *1  ^  -\#^  I  •  '  j  t  / 


r/f  s  k 


'  <j,v 


•'  ~f  i  _£"  H  L,,  fly  • 


SU',  ;//  J'l/CiLl,; 

7  '■''  cf  ■  4  k*  .  ~f  ‘~A  f^<V  ^~tv  s^>  H*. 


oX)-\ZS~ 


*fHf  f^cK  5g^~o- , 

^ /^  if  M-  '  i*s4~®  ^"-*«—  f&< 

cj  ^L«XL~  ^  v¥-4.puc#c  A^jd  Cs>.  <ti+Ll^-Jk‘ 

/U^4 - -  '_  KJZ^JCJ-*  o%—&L  ^CtT  &*>  $ 

~  ^4^  _  ^<V  f-C  #  C  ^ 

— ta  ^  ^  L,..Mt  ^  PUCK-BlV.  'U^. 

_*-  .W  •4fT',-  J  •  /  •  .  -r~  .  -  ...  I 


-  Xv/V 

tA»*»  *-M^'  '^a-  A<aa,*. 


tUw  <2^  1  '*¥***'  $£&&s  * 

&&**e*~?  C  Ax  &L&$w 


a.  ftuA,  _  4Lu~J'* 

£?»— c  4^4  j  ^y'/vu 


6^  ft. 

fc^X«t  3  >4^  A£jC^l&*^oAt  Jf^X  sit  I^J 

^  b  JL*—j\  /Ly  ff  _ 

^  £X"  -4^U^f  /vy  f^aACll  T-«-ww/^ 

^*'  '^-*-  '  ^a&^^~p  eJU.  ' -JL-.  £+j±_  cjL^_y&r 

'  S  ^  euAJZj  /^@v_  ‘  ,^^jGZJ  Jy^j L  ■  / 


KS  ^  2-^—^  /^~  1  /fw4  ao^J^i 

.  ,  '^V-C  4a.  A^Owc.  $J  tu  LX  Wty  ^ 


fttcr  /g^A7  -p  <vt/^;<f6-^/ 

""  ~ixH  ^  Hi  Cl.  -sci,  v^-~vX  ^^-jjJL^Ji 


/3  ,  "7C»~  *■*'■*- 

- v-wa,  ^7  X  ^  ‘ 


0IM3C 


/  3  / 


Kirr^e~ 

-TZZ^^S~  —  -*7  Ut/J  to* 

^s /U^  W8  ,  l*s%.  ^ 

X  AX,  ;L~A  ’**' .  ^-/L^-  — **- 

A  ~/2  ^  AX  <^A>J  ^0 —  ^  "''7fv~‘  ^ 

-  -t“ w-^  “/  i— i_  77^ 

*-4^  P  ^ -v .  4-  A-  —  ^ 

^Jto^—(  -  ^Xa.  Ot-^L-^C  ^^-leA  7  LjlJ^. 

iU  w^wu-ito  —  — ffl^*  VJ 

y^tsM  c&U-  .  (  ?  h  7  — y  Y  *■*  Z^x 

^  fri~ '  ^  -~*—^  )  ~  «t  7“~A 

^  ^  -^t4>  jt<  tvAr^  t^i/U/  o-  i>  ty  ^'J'l  ^  y 


'T^-C  W> 

3X  '  - 

(P^*' 


^  x  3-/-  ,  1 p  r^  tL  <^^  i~pf 

l  'Xku.  v^  e^  k<>  ~~mu*.i  it*  <j  ■  *  i  'fc^ 1 


3  £— «-  ^  a~,°^i  to  ~  -T//.-^  ‘i'3'”tv  ^  - 

^  2-X  AX-X_  gr/  4CT  Ax  -Jt^,  — -  ^  - 

j£_^A  A*  tin  c_  ^  _ .  EL^JUM^ - &> 


-r  *^°7 


.£ — (t*a-^j  L  -X  A 
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f^\  £•$  / ^ 


/ 

sv©^_  ^>-^,  <«_  ^__Xv_A^  ^  '<?_/*  A,  ... 

j_cX  — 2  X^-  Tt^jLj  . .  *1  Sj 

^ — 4  a  l^T  fc^-  rf  ~-o~f/  *f  ■ 

VAA«4«^r  \fv&iit,  '  fl  <^&itU^i  "5  2-1  ^  *X  ^J,  *aXiO  ^cj-^-A, 

XX  jj-^.  <5 — -v  -  P  a  <sT~  <-  vu  -A  A 


i«  ^ ^ - -t.Q  P  ^K  X - k~~4A*  (X 

^stx  (A^v^,  3^  X  \Z^LJ^  ^ — it  ^  ^  ^ 

C^*0^*~'  \  ^  -  2C”  j^ll& - J^/7  ' 

^4  if  ^o(ai  4  €^  Oi~C<3  — 


%  ^  -jJ^JL  Tv  ^  -w^  T1 

/j^><  &i  w- ^  ^ 

Cc-. — ^,-t  V^-ottXi 

y 

✓ 

exll.  C*~<b*~  y4n^-  T4  "C^ 

-JA.  <*U^,  —  *$H  I  J-  / 

"tZy.  v^x/e  jJ  Jb~d*-^  *j^tjX0Xy^  ^  ^ 

btd^— y  As,  ^  C^»  ,  JLa*  '’T’S|^'^wV.  "*-»  **^-UD  Is^/  „ 
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/  ^  , 

/  ■*+ 1 


five.  L-  'CtC  S  \  *s  ft  i 0*v«^ 

M*JU  ^r-  ^  -  -  'AW^  V^< 

^«”tA4  £*>i - «_  jfJ  Aa  U~4I-  ,»v>4  r^V"  ytl  //i 


*'  *  V  L 

^  b>  WtJi  •  ^ 

THc  *3  /3  *v  4  'V7  /b  i^  /?y 

A  $J  X. 1  ^y  Ut  ^Ux.v  ^yLi  c^  ^ 

- <  a**  _  f^j  s  L--* — H  t  • '  a.  , 

^  Aa-^_4  1  I^C,  ^  [^  A 

'i,v  ,  s  ^ - —  <W  e^ 

4~*t  (JjZL. — ^  ^  /^-vr  t*  f^'U  t  ^  ..  ■  v,_^ii_  _>  ^ 

a^  vjArwi  /  C^  %X*4  f  ^  _  J  /r>~* —  ^  *1 4, 

^  *^n  °p.°t  ,  "Iff  ;  V._.( 

fi^NTW-S  ^Wp.  A>c  4a  »  <— V  *Uiy  ' *  ^  ^ g  oJT" 

^  **"""'/■  ^,"^'  A,<  '■'  •  O  -- 

*^~7  ~—A  -tu  J^U  f^el^JJL.  /U 

^  y^1  t.  /^o%^k  -4ux.^  ^  c  ^  / /  <  ^ 1 

^>^-C  v^/^uJ  ^  "#'*  ^Cv<p^  ^  <1  ^  ^ 

O^  t -zdJLj  fly  ju^a  ;, 

t  /£  |Law:  <v^;^ ;  j.< 

sAj^Lu*  )  **  ^  *Li  !^rU( 

4^  v-4-^  ‘vi-Cv  v{  ^  t,  ^  J  ‘i-  >  j 
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Songs  and  Comments  from  Songs  and  Slang  of  the 
British  Soldier  1914-1918. 

SHE  rA'lPT^S  \  MAN.(No. SA L L ^  AT  A t-L^ 

The  squire  had  a  daughter,  so  fair  and  so  tall, 

She  lived  in  her  satins  and  silks  at  the  hall, 

But  she  married  a  man  who  had  no  bails  at  all, 

No  batls  at  all,  no  balls  at  all, 

She  married  a  man  who  had  no  balls  at  all. 

Note .  -  Almost  certainly  a  pre-War  folksong. . . 

The  verse  tune  is  faintly  reminiscent  of  Bbnnie 
Dundee .  but  the  chorus  hns  a  swing  all  its  own... 
there  is... another  /version/  with  three  stanzas 
of  4kr*B  four  verses  each,  and  with  the  same 
chorus  as  in  our  version.  But  the  longer  versior 
although  it  has  great  merits,  is  too  obscene  for 
us  to  attempt  to  give  it. 

TTI)?)f^yiVFS,  OLD  M4NT.  Tune;  Hornpipe. 

Tidd  1  e$nvi nks  old  man,  find  a  woman  if  you  can, 

If  you  can’t  find  a  woman,  do  without,  old  man. 
When  the  rock  of  Gibraltar  taksaxa 
Takes  a  flying  leap  at  Malta 

You’ll  never  find^a  woman  in  a  buliy-beef  can. 

(3  lines  slightly  Vuphemised) . 


MAiktMOI  SELFF  FRnM  (French  Music-IlalJ^ 

tune)  J 

Mademoiselle  from  Armenteers,  Parle^-vous!  ^ 

^!ad emo i  s e  1 1  e  from  Armenteers,  Parley-vo&s! 

Mademoiselle  from  Armenteers,  >  ,  ^ 

»  he  hasn’t  been  fucked  for  forty  years,  J  _  ^  'p* 

Inky-pinky  parley-vous.  w 

(There  ari?  other  verses  which  Pattride  omits), 

j  %  r 

MAT)AM1',  HAV1"  YOU...?  Tune:  As  nrevious.  **  ** 

-  -  x  i  ^ 

Madame  have  you  any  good  wine...  ?  ^  i 

Fit  for  a  soldier  of  the  line9  | 

As  w  v 

Oh,  yes,  1  have  some  very  good  wine  ^  ^ 

Fit  for  a  soldier  of  the  line.  ^  T  ^ 

j>  J1 

Madam,  have  you  a  daughter  fine  A.  ^  v 

Fit  for  (i  soldier  of  the  line?  t  r~  f 

0  yes  1  have  a  d  a  u  :r  h  t  e  r  fine  « 

Fit  for  a  soldier  of  tV‘  lino.  ^5/  J.  ^ 
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' a. tq n « s  h avtv  ’  <  TTUF  ( . _ 

~  Z - — — — — — IJLL-iL^  Us  previous) 

The  -Sorgeant-Ma.jorf  a  having  a  time 
•SMrin-,n'  the  lend  behind  the  line." 

The  8e»gennt-Ma jor' s  having  a  time 
•Bwiggi  ncr  the  beer  behind  the  line! 

The  Sergeant-Major's  having  a  time 

*•**•••*  Ul"  erla  behind  the 

^g222*-  (Tune  as  previous,  slightly  varied) 

A  German  orn^r  7ZZZZ  ^  ZZ  ^ib°°’  *"*'*'* 

z:zzzzzzzz°zr  t  '*«. 

kiodoo.  ski -  bump tty- bump  skibboo' 

.°n!“n;,!”rd  f“Te  y°"  a  daughter  fair 
■fith  lily-white  breasts  and  gelde„  hair* 

Wiih',1,1*1'"5  “  da“Sht«*r  fair 
With  lily-white  breasts  and  golden  hair. 

fa*r  daughter  is  far  too  young 
be  mucked  about  by  a  song  of  a  gun. 

Ob  father,  bh  father,  i<w  ,1Q  +  +  A„ 

>■*  we.h  ^  ;:ZZ°/Zz 

*****  (Two  stanzas  omitted) 

Note :  -  We  have  oHaw,  s 

^FarOtlrely  inn^uo^ ul  ^ iZTl  tZ  * 

tbe~~operat  i  ve^or  i  e  ^n^of  'th  ^  Z  Z^  earlie,t  l‘»rt, 

Armenteers  group  %„r  it  ,h  »hule  'lailemo  1  se  1  le  from 

^nTTi?  In  e,ph.„?i.  *  T  s""8  ^^(TTTir^rrr- 

Landlady's  Jauyl,  t  ■>-  n (  barojy  of  Uhiand's  The 

IE?  roUtl^f^-pt,.?*  f‘»  l'“*  intricato— 

that  many  old  soldiers  kn  w  M*  3°n^8,  we  ua*v  mention 
German  affi-....  which  1,  3“n:'  ’"‘titled  Two 

^i^bwr^o  :zzz  zzzzzzzz^^  •  ■ 

reading  like  a  feeble  t,lo.s'„  :  '  "tanzas 

there  was  a  -,re-,ar  version 
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Officers,  which  must  date  from  before  the  Fran 
Pruss ion  War;  this*  in  fact,  is  the  version 
parody  i  ng  Uhland,  and  it.  may  even  go  back  to  t 
Waterloo  campaign,  when  Ungli.-Ti  soldiers  came 
close  friendly  contact  with  the  Hermans. 

WE  A Z K  TB RnYS. 

We  are  tha  boys  who  fear  no  noise, 

When  the  /^inhering  cannons  roar. 

We  are  the  heroes  of  the  night 

And  we'd  sooner  fuck  than  fight, 

wb’re  fiie  heroes  of  the  Stand-back  Fusiliers. 

il.  W\s  CPBBST‘!4S  pay  in  ymr  '.ynPKHnU  :'E 
Recitative 

It  was  Christmas  Qay  in  the  workhouse, 

And  the  master  had  brought  in  the  duff. 

Up  spake  a  sturdy  pauper, 

With  a  face  as  bold  as  brass, 

'  ,e  don't  want  your  Christmas  pudden, 

You  can  stick  at  up  your  arsei) ' 

It  was  Cliri  stmas  Bavin  tbe  Harem, 

And  the  eunuchs  were  standing  around. 

In  strode  the  bold  T>  bad  Sultan, 

And  gazed  on  l.is  maVble  halls. 

Mi'hat  would  you  like  for  Christmas,  boys?' 

And  the  eunuchs  answered,  'Balls!' 

ZJZUZJZLZ11  IJILZLi  Tune? 

Old  Mother  Riley  had  a  little  kiu, 

1  uor  little  blighter,  he  wasn't  very  birr. 

Te  wasn't  very  big  and  he  wasn't  very  small 
1’oor  little  blighter,  he  had  only  unc  ball. 

(Both  of  the  above  pre-War  folk-songs). 

-MY  NF1  IcY .  Tune:  Three  Blind  Mice. 

Mv  Nelly's  a  "oer,  My  Kelly's  a  goer! 

•She’s  got  such  wonderful  eyes  of  blue, 

She  uses  such  wonderful  language  too, 
her  favourite  express  i  on  is  Balls  t.o  you. 

My  kelly* s  a  "oer. 
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M-S 

-  jjilULlZI  ib;>:t. 

An  eight-lined  snatch,  more  witty  than  the  run 
of  Soldi eref  j  Songs.  Cut  this  gay  and  ribald 
commentary  upon  an  old  lady’s  „,i  sfortunes  can  hardl; 
be  printed  here.  There  is  some  reason  to  believe 
that  in  pre-War  days  it  existeo  as  a  dit.t;.  sung 
occasionally  by  ’the  lads  of  the  village*. 

I  DON’T  WWT  Tu  BE  A  SOLDI!::?. 

Tune:  On  Sunday  I  walk  out  with  a  Soldier. 

I  don’t  want  to  be  a  soldier, 

I  don’t  want  to  go  to  war. 

I’d  rather  stay  at  home,  around  the  streets  to 
And  live  on  the  eanings  of  a  whore. 

1  don’t  want  a  bayonet  in  my  belly, 

I  don’t  want  my  balls  shot  away, 

I’d  rather  stay  in  England,  in  merry,  merry  England, 

And  fuck  my  bloodiy  life  away. 

THE  ONE-EYED  RILEY. 

This  ballad  JesriMg®  begins: 

’Out  in  the  streets,  no  light  at  all} 

Only  a  bloke  in  the  shadow  of  the  wall.’ 

It  celebrates  in  gross  and  luxuriant  detail  an 
amorous  adventure  that  befell  him.  Unfortunately 
it  is  far  from  suitable  for  general  publication. 

Two  other  such  songs  my  be  mentioned  here:  The 
Monk  of  Old  Renown  was  originally  a  folk-son*': 

Caphus a  1  cm  (the  full  title  was  sometimes  "iv.  ,i  nr. 

Kaf foozelem,  the  Harlot  of  Jerusalem,  from  r  to 
first  two  1  in  e  s )  a  great  fa  voinrT  tT~  u  i  u»  the 
Regulars  in  Egypt  in  the  ;  ears  18&*  -  }M«ip  and  p«,  - ..  ibtj 
originating  in  the  Waterloo  campaign,  is  referred  t 
to,  we  bo  1 i eve ,  in  one  of  Pierce  Fran’s  novels  in 
the  third  decade  of  that  century.  yei.h.-r  of  the.^n 
two  songs  had  any  military  verses;  both  w<*re 
’bivouac’,  i.e.,  bi 1  lets- snugs .  \  somewhat  similar 

song  was  Mara  1  to  Maroe;  pre-V/a  r,  hnn-.y,  with^no 
military  allusions,  but  rarely  heard  outside/the 
Froces. 


Ot) -U'i, 
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M1E  ’VA-S  PLOJi,  bUt  -SHE  1V.V>  ’’ON'EST . 

T"ue :  ( 1 1  < i  Ra 1 1  ad  y e 1 ud v . 

She  was  poor,  but  she  was  honeut, 

Victim  of  the  squire's  whim: 

Fur  he  waned  and  he  seduced  her, 

Arid  she  had  a  child  by  him. 

Yes,  it's  the  same  the  whole  world  over, 

Whi‘L  +f  P°°r  ”'!tS  flU  the 

hile  the  rich  getsal].  the  pleasure, 

’  isn  t  a  bleedin'  shame! 

Tien  she  came  to  London  city 
To  recover  her  fair  name;  " 
ut  another  man  seduced  her, 

And  she  lost  her  name  a^uin. 

See  the  little  country  cottage 
Where  her  sowrowing  parents  Tive* 

Though  they  drink  the  fi  */.  she  s^ds  them, 
Yet  they  never  can  forgive. 

But  now  slie’s  standing  in  the  gutter, 

Sell  inn;  matches  penny-a- box: 

Y/hile  he's  riding  in  his  carriage, 

\Uth  an  awful  dose  of  pOX# 

See  him  in  the  grand  theayter, 

Hating  apples  in  the  pit: 

While  the  poor  girl  khoo'he  ruined 
Wanders  round  through  mud  and  shit] 

M  sits  in  ancestral  mansions, 
hand  ring  through  his  state).,-  halls, 

Hole  the  victim  of  Lis  paa<iuns 
Damu.s  arid  blasts  his  bloody  balls. 

So(>  him  in  the  House  of  Commons 
Vnking  laws  to  put  down  crime; 

Wi.ile  the  victim  of  his  mission 
Slinks  around  to  hide  her  shime. 

-Now  she’s  living  in  the  c.otta(f(1 
Bui  sli  very  rarely  smiles; 

And  her  only  occupation1.- 
Cracking  ice  for  "rand  pa's  piles 
( Pre-War  folk-song;. 


op- 
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THE  HI,  \GV  TIT :  1,1  .  (Traditional  Somerset  t‘inp; 

try  The  Old  Grey  Mure) 


The  old  black  bull  cane  down  from  the  mountain, 
Euston,  Dan  Euston. 


The 

old 

A 

black  bu 
long  time 

i  i  came 
ago . 

d  o  w  n 

from 

th  e 

mountain 

A 

long  time 

ago,  a 

1  ong 

t  ]  me 

a  g  o « 

The 

o  1  d 

A 

black  bull  came 

1  on g  t i me  ago  , 

1 1  own 

from 

the 

no  imta  in 

There  were  six  Tine  heifers  in  the  pasture  grazing 

And  he  pawed  on  the  ground  and  he  pissed  in 

the  fountain* 

Now  the  old  black  bull’s  gone  back  to  the  mountain. 

And  his  head  hung  low  and  his  back  was  broken* 

(Pre-nar ,  when  local  to  Somerset)* 

ANOTHER  ’IN  AND  OUT  THE  WINDOW*  VARIANT: 

His  comrades  don’t  believe  him, 

His  comrades  don’t  believe  him, 

His  comrades  don't  believe  him, 

He’s  such  fucking  liar* 

j!2L  HH^HEJ)  THE  DWPEU  IN  (cf .  Bonn i  e  Dund e e ) 

Oh,  we  pushed  the  damper  in, 

Yes*  we  flushed  the  damper  in, 

And  the  smoke  went  up  the  chimney  just  the  same. 

So  we  pulled  the  damper  o.jt, 

Yes  we  pulled  the  damper  out, 

And  the  smoke  went  up  the  chimney  just  the  se  ie . 

So  we  pushed  the  damper  in...  et r. 

Composed  in  1  ©  14  and  sung  in  that  year  and  until 
about  \  p  r i 1  1 9  1  o  was  this  marching  son/: 

Poor  Kaiser  Bill  is  fueling  jig 
The  Grown  Prince  he's  gone  barriv. 

And  we  d«.n  ’  t  care  a  fuck 
For  old  Von  Kluck 

And  all  his  bleeding  groat  Armv. 

jj?  a e  En  m '  a  favourite,  was  pro -'Aar  and  nart.jv 
vivilian.  .\ow  the  stork  ant, he:..  ;i  foe  |j. 
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One  of  the  most  popular  marching  songs  of  lat 
191()  and  early  1917  was  the  music-hall  song,  The' 
Roses  round  the  Door.  There  was  a  special  effect 
(the  only  excuse  for  the  song  being  given  here,  fo 
we  exclude  unad  u  1  tera  ted  music-hall  sung  s) 
i  ntrrdu  ced  by  “second M  voices  chiming  in  with  the 
snnll  symphonic  movement,  "without  a  shirt",  thus; 

The  roses  round  the  door 

(without  a  shirt)  pp 

Fake  me  love  mother  more 

(without  a  shirt)  pp 

I’ll  meet  my  sweetheart  Flo 

(without  a  shirt)  ff 

And  friends  I  used  to  know 

(without  a  shirt;  pp 

T h ey  f 1 1  all  b e  t h e r e  to  meet  u e , 

Just  imagine  how  they’ll  greet  me, 

When  1  get  back 
When  1  get  back 
To  njv  home  in  Tennessee 

(WITHOUT  A  y T r  1  T> T )  ff. 

+  *  +  ^  +*--***+**<**■*  *r.+  ■*  X  ***-*■  X  ±  Hr  *  x-  4.  t 


fragments 


LIFE 


Tune:  Austria 


Life  presents  a  dismal  picture, 

Black  and  dark  as  any  tomb; 

Father  has  an  ani.1  stricture, 

Mother  has  a  fa  1  !  1  no-  womb* 

Sister  Sue  has  been  aborted 
For  the  s i  sty- second  time; 

Uncle  Joe  Las  been  deported 
For  a  homosexual  crime* 

Yet.  we  are  not.  disap  oinied, 

Veit  her  are  we  up  yon  spout: 
luntie  Mabel  has  .just  farted, 

Blown  her  areele  inside  out* 

T.’"-'  Harlot  of  jewu^AteM. 

Jn  Jerusalem  there  lived  a  beatt, 

\  famous  girl  of  il  l- repute 
In  fact  you*d  say  a  prostitute., 

The  Harlot  of  Jerusalem. 

(in  the  land  of  King  Farouk 
There  dwelt  a  girl,  she  was  a  beaut"-) 

Wey-,.ey ,  Methu*sa  1  em.  Met husa  1  em,  Methusalem 
Wey-hey  Methusalem.  the  harlot  of  Jerusalem 

(She  adorned  the  walls  with  tool ^  and  halls?) 

There  came  one  night  an  Israelite 
f  bastard  of  the  filthiest  type; 

He  vowed  that  he  w ofctd  spent  the  night,  with  - 

— €  took  her  to  a  shady  nook 
A~-d  from  his  pants  lie  gently  took 
A  penis  like  a  butcher's  hook,  for  f 
(br:  The  pride  of  nil  creation!) 

he  whopped  it.  up  between  her  things, 

It  damn  near  r (-ached  up  to  her  <*voy 
And  all  she  gave  was  a  couple  of  i;h?  - 
The  Harlot,  of  Jerusalem! 

^  t  ooy  5  ‘/JUl  Aj*  / 1 s 

cj(  Jt%b>On%^cC  4*//j 

4f.  i mL*  Y©  r> 

^  *  0*1 )- i5"D 
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I  wart  shearing  outbaf  k  a  \  a  way  Hide  siia  <;  k  - 
At  a  omit  %>  f  a  place,  by  Jesus  i 

'/here  the  pines  are  tal  1  and  the  are  small, 

And  there's  never  a  thin’;  that  pleases. 

The  rouseabout  was  a  pommy  lout, 

And  the  boss  was  a  win^ein^  bastard; 

He  wanted  wool  wo  he  made  U3  puli, 
lie  exported  us  to  scrane  ’em; 

God  strike  me  blue,  what  a  man  whould  do 
Is  rear  up  at  the  runt  and  rape  him! 

( .S e e  Quadrant ,  N o  .  8 ) 

*■  V  *  *  * 

The  portion  oT  a  woman  that  appeals  to  man’s 
Is  Fashioned  with  cons  i  de  rah  I  e  c.iro;  /depravi^ 

Mur  what  seemed  at  liisl  to  be  a  simple  (cavity 
Tc<  really  an  elaborate  a!  Fair. 

There’s  tin*  labia,  and  .he  vulva  .... 

A  n  d  1  o  t  s  u  r  other  1 1:  i  . ,  s  besides; 
there’s  the  •  ...  ,  and  the  clitoris, 

And  th**  hymen,  which  is  s-metim**-  Found  in  .  r 

.  absurd, 

■r'hat.  such  >\  „ . 

Should  be  known  by  such  a  crude  and  sim.Je  w,.rd. 

{ Ini  versa  id  y  attributed  to  A.P. 

*  ye-  *  * 

Some  Brownies^:  in  the  nude,  A  Q  i  r  i  y  hoo>.  by  FroudL 
Anion**  ray  souveuirs. 

* *** *  (?t)pt 

I  line  nothing  better 
F.  an  an  old  french  i  «'U or 
*,Vith  a  piece  of  b:riu  ley’s 
/The  peppermint  flavour  ^ 

Improves  the  savour 
And  I  just  love  the  CUm 

(Sidney  I’enein*'  ('Inh) 

a--***-* 

And  there  was  where  he  met  poor  Me1  1 
\nd  sent  her  *»n  the  road  to  he!  \  , 
l)ooa*e«i  forever  to  walk  the  town, 

\  painted  whore  at  half  a  crown. 

(Attributed  to  Masefield  in  We  were  the  Pa  t  s )  . 
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Shufti  -  ,  Shufti  FAf.UK. 

Ana  muskeen  ma  fish  fuloose, 

Wahed  whisky,  etneen  beer, 

Talarta  -  ,  kwyees  kateer. 

(Show  me  your  ?,  show  me  your  ?,  I  am  poor,  I  have 
no  money ;  one  whisky,  two  b  ers,  three  that  s 
very  good)  .  (We  were  the  Rats) 

-*«■*** 

The  moon  shone  on  the  village  green, 

And  on  as  wel 1 ; 

He  took  her  on  the  green  that  night, 

A  thing  which  was  unlawful; 

The  things  he  did  to  Poor  Blind  Nell 
Were  something  Fucking  awful. 

And  di<i  he  marry  Poor  Blind  Nell? 

He  did  -  like  Tucking  hell!  ^  . 

’.‘.’hen  our  training's  over  we  will  nil  join  up  f*gain(3 
Like  pig's  fuckin'  arse  we  will. 

Glory,  glory,  what,  a  wonderful  way  t<>  die, 

Like  pig's  fuckin'  arse  it,  is. 

iiur  see  t  i  on  leader  weans  two  hooks  upon  his  sleever 
? 

V,’ p’ vc  soon  our  corpora  1  kvn  -  i  na  babies 
7 

( \ n r  aor Aeant-ica jor  voars  a  cmwn  upon  lii.«  sie«Vc 
Vud  t  he  ounTf  to  r  ?>  m  th-  anchor  up  Jai-  ar9e 

Porv,  «r(,ry,  who.  t  a  cunts  of  a  way  to  -ie, 

My  f  ire  In  in’  »-ath  it  is. 

jiu  r  pi  h  t  6on  co  i.iu  udor  wears  a  lanyard  round  F  i  -1  nock 
? 

Glory,  lory,  null  the  .*  t  r  i  a  little  t  i  d&r 
And  do  the  bastard  in. 

***--)*■ 

Craven  \,  ('raven  A, 

Never  hoard  of  forni  ca  t.i  un  .  doesn’t,  believe  in 
bias  to i  r  ba  t  ion... 
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Down  in  t.he  val  1  oy  ,  j own  in  the  glen 
^  with  a  fountain  pen; 

N’ine  nonths  later  maiden  mi  lil 

S'he  wave  birth  to  a  M  ue- ;.l  ark  Htld, 

They  called  the  bastard  Stephea  (3) 

'  -os  that  was  the  nin  e  of  i.he  ink. 

i  ut  hints. 

There  once  was  a  Ja.ly  who  swan  like  a  d  ick; 

Ton  c o  i  I  il  tel;  by  her  net  ions  she  knew  how  to 
reach  her  young  children  to  new  and  ;,o  knit, 
lihilo  the  boys  in  the  cowshed  were  shovelling  op 
Shavings  and  sawdust  that,  lav  on  the  flour; 

!  ^  you  1  i  k  e  t  e  i.  s  1  i  1 1 1.  e  d  i  t,  tv  ]  1  1  J  sing  von  s  o^e 

m  ore. 

There  once,  was  a  man  who  lived  by  a  school, 

You  could  tell  by  his  actioas  he  placed  with  his 
Marbles  and  skipping  with  the  lady  next  door; 

If  you  like  ...  cte . 

COUNTRY  (URLS.  . 

CazHixjxgxxixxKxx 

I  took  my  wife  to  the  doctor, 

The  bloody  fool  was  drunk, 

He  whipped  out  his  Sir  Roger 
And  stuck  at  up  her  _ _ 

Country  girls  are  pretty, 

Ion  lay  them  on  the  grass, 

You  put  one  arm  around  their  waist, 

'  he  other  up  their  — : 

your  mother  for  sixpence 
To  see  the  big  giraffe, 

With  pimples  on  his  whiskers  (or:  shoulderbl ades) 
And  pirnples  on  his  — 

Ask  your  mother...  (etc) 

I  took  my  wife  a- fishing, 

The  boat  was  called  a  punt; 

the  lino  got  tangled  round  her  legs 

And  up  into  her 
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I  took  my  wife  a- fishing, 

The  boat  began  to  rock; 

A  shark  came  swimming  along  the  side 
And  bit  off  half  my  — 

Cockaduodle  doo,  it's  nothing  to  do  with  you; 
So  leave  it  alone  and  play  with  your  own, 

And  paddle  your  own  canoe. 

*  **-**• 

If  I  were  the  marrying  kind,  sir, 

Which  thank  the  Lord  I’m  not  sir, 

The  man  I’d  wed  to  share  my  bed 
Would  be  a  Rugby  forward. 

For  he'd  break  through  and  I'd  breahk  through, 
And  we'd  break  through  together; 

And  there  we'd  be  the  whole  night  through, 
Breaking  through  together. 
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(Hooker,  fullback,  lock,  etc.) 

-*■*►** 

Listen  all  my  heartie^and  prepare  your  ears  fQ{lth 
As  I  sing  to  you  thp/si&ry  of  a  syphilitic  syfjph 
And  all  the  troupe  that  was  caused  by  this  pecy^iE 
As  she  kept ym  passing  it  on. 

This  sylph  was  a  mermaid  and  she  dwelt 

She  lived  by  wrecking  sailors  and  feeding  on  tne^r 
That  was/now  she  ^ut  so  much  syphilis  and  pox 
And  sm\  e  kept  on  passing  it  on* 

DANIEL  IN  TTTE  LION’S  HEN .  (Old  folk-recitative?) 

Put  the  boatswain,  who  always  tent  one 
better...  (<>r:  cunning  bastard  he  were; 

(Soes  this  belong??) 

There  we  saw  the  K e r } K e r  bird,  the  bird  that 
sits  on  top  of  Mt.  Everest  and  says  • Ker-Ker-Ker- 
Christ  it’s  cold1;  and  the  Orang-Outang,  called  the 
old  man  ol‘  the -jungle,  with  two  big  brass  bails; 
and  as  he  swings  through  the  trees  hfcs  balls  clash 
together  and  go  1  I  ran.g-a- tang’  ,  1  Orang-a- tang*  . 

And  the  camel,  caLled  tdie  ship  of  the  desert: 
eats  sand  and  shits  cement  -  hence  the  pyramids. 
(Hank  of  England) 

•Shit!1  cried  the  King;  and  forty  thousand  bronzed 
arsoles  s trained  in  the  sun,  for  in  those  days  the 
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flag’s  word  was  law.  Score:  Daniel  on^,  King  nil, 
nd  the  drinks  were  on  the  King  again.  Now  this 
made  the  King  very  angry, 

’  Bugger  me!  ’  cried  the  Crown  Prince,  and  the 
palace  cat  fled  in  terror,  for  in  those  days  the 
Crown  Prince’s  word  was  law. 


’Fuck  me!’  said  the  »;ueen,  and  an  aged 
courtier  who  had  been  quittlv  masturbating  in  a 
corner  cane  over  and  pulled  her  on  like  a  well-worn 
Wellington  boot. 

(The  st&ry  of  the  bo* sun  and  the  witchdoctor 
cells  how  the  former  carried  u  larger  number  of 
v/*nien  etc.  around  the  arena  on  his  penis,  t  ’To 
the  eveflasting  glory  of  tin1  queen’s  N'avee’)  . 


0  .Pinbad  was  a  sailor,  you  Know  t  sailors  are; 

He  sail  Oil  across  thesev^n  seas,  and  went  a  bit  too 

far; 

S?ne  day  he  «,et  a  tflertoa id ,  a- cobbing  out  her  Jocks 
He  sailed  across  to  n»e£l  h^r,  and  now  he’s  on  the 

rocks. 

- -  And  the  next  one  told  her  tale. 

^Pharaoh  had  a  daughter... 


Kevhole  in  the  Door. 

- r  . — i . — — — --- - . -  - 

0  gather  round,  you  astronomers, 

Who  think  you  are  so  wise, 

A ou  peer  through  your  telescope* 
And  tell  us  of  the  skies; 

But  let  me  tell  you  one  thing, 

One  thing,  nothing  more: 

Your  telescopes  have  nothing  on 
The  keyhole  in  the  door. 

Walter  Lee 

On  my  first  walk  with  Walter  Lee 
He  had  my  skirt  above  my  kee; 

Before  an  hour  he’d  been  with  me  - 
A  forward  boy  is  Walter. 


C  5=*-  ' 
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They  were  tattered,  they  were  torn,  £ 

Where  some  boy  had  put  his  horn, 

•Those  old  red  f laone ]  drawers  that  Maggie  wore. 


From  over  the  hille  tr»>  ,-So«e  Arse  ^reck 
cine  a  e.vn-oft  ba.tard  called  Sore  Are.  Pete. 


Old- Gryy  Mare  verses 


***** 


tiff! 


Carriage  Notice.  ^ 

Man  from  Rangoon,  girl  nano  d  Fay. 

Grisly  Bit*  . .  . 

lUnga-ranfia-roo.  (Name  ot  a  tilfce. 


C,_  Had  ~  ^  <“,U<  -•  t-** 

c  ~X~,  s— ■ -y  «*/(,  lUII)-  * 

So  -  Ts  *-<■  .  ' 

y+ —  7***^  __ 

c^{  m.  caO-  ? — i  h  c#(cr  uJ={ 

tr  ^~r~i  *1  ?  1 


I  v 


/fU.  £•** p*  * 

a  *1*  tkJ~^  ' 

11^. : 

,  * _ _  ''  — F  t  ^  I 

Coral”  ^ 

jeM  **•  ^  “~*dV-W'«as 

UwayA-fcr*7‘1'^^ 

on- 15^ 


ADDITIONS  Jo  *0&i7t#,  PfCTA  9  OP-157 

y-  TURKISH  dmuight/ f  <9G^2, 


Aladdin  loved  a  princess  whom  they  called  El 

Danbador , 

And  though  Aladdin  love*  her,  she  loved  Aladdin 

more} 

She'd  open  wide  the  palace  gates  to  let  her 

drunken  Dad  in, 

And  who  could  blame  her,  if  by  chance  she 

sometimes  let  Aladdin? 

Pharaoh's  lovely  daughter  went  a-swimming  in  the 

Nile 

When  all  at  once  she  came  upon  the  little  Mos^s 

child; 

She  took  it  to  old  Pharaoh,  said  she  found  it  by  the 

shore; 

Old  Pharaoh  winked  a  knowing  eye,  said  'I've  heard 

that  one  before' * 


i 

1 


« 


Salome  was  a  dancing  girl,  she  danced  all  wrapped  in 

gauze ; 

From  Timbuctoo  to  Samarkand  she  earned  the  crowds' 

applause . 

The  chief  of  police  arrested  hi  r  for  showing  too 

much  zeal  - 

He  didn't  mind  the  upppe  deck  but  he  douldn't  stand 

the  keel. 

Abdul  bought  a  moto«  can,  then  swapped  it  for  a  came] 
He  didn't  like  the  colour  so  he  daubed  it  with  <3nAsel 
The  enamel  got  all  sticky  while  crowing  the 

Sahara, 

And  now  he  can't  get  off  it  cos  it's  stuck  to  his 

ta-ra-ra. 


Sinftad  was  a  sailor  -  and  you  know  what  sailors  are  - 
He  was  sailing  southwards,  and  one  day  he  sailed  too 

far ; 

He  saw  a  pretty  mermaid  a-combing  out  her  locks; 

Tie  naked  truth  upset  him  and  drove  him  on  the  rocks. 

Sheik  Ali  Ben  Hassam  had  4Q,00Q  wives; 

He  had  to  buy  a  charabanc  to  take  'em  all  for  drives. 
One  day  that  charabanc  broke  down  -  that'w  where 

trouble  starts; 

His  wives  were  w%ititg  in  a  line,  but  kgaHdpft?*a. 


OD- 

A  yohng  commercial  traveller  came  to  Baghdad  one 

fine  day; 

He  climbed  upon  the  harem  walls  to  watch  the  girls 

at  play; 

He  promised  he'd  be  good,  but  when  the  bathing  girls 

appeared 

He  got  so  agitated  that  he  fell  and  broke  his  word. 


You  must  have  heard  of  Chuw  Chin  Choy,  the  mandarin 

from  China, 

Who  tried  to  wed  a  fair  young  maid,  but  found  she 

was  a  minor. 

'All  right,  my  deal' he  said  to  her,  'just  wait 

in  this  here  cage; 

My  other  wives  will  last  me  out  till  you  become  of 

age . ' 


*5Hg  V?&?T  Tag  Wtieu  (John  Brown's  Body)^R^ 

She  went  into  the  water  and  she  got  her  feet  all  wet 
But  she  didn't  get  her  ......  wet  yet. 

.  Glory,  glory  Hallejujah  (3) 

/  But  she  didn't  get  her  ......  wet  yet. 

Repeat  with  ankles,  knees,  thighs, 

She  went  into  the  water  but  the  tide  came  rol  f Hi 
ao  she  didn't  get  her  .  WET  YET. 

THE  TERTIARY  KIND.  Tune:  The  Roving  Kind. 

as  I  strolled  out  one  evening 
When  my  exams  were  o’er, 
i  spied  a  brightly  painted  yacht  - 
She  was  the  local  whore. 

She  flashed  a  boarding  signal 
Which  I  took  tot  distress; 

So  in  mistaken  gallantry 
I  immediately  said  yed. 


She  had  a  crossed  and  bloodshot  eye 
And  gin  split  down  her  singlet; 

She  was  a  nice  girl,  a  proper  girl, 
But  one  of  the  tertiary  kind. 
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She  offered  me  a  gin  or  two, 

And  got  me,  oh,  so  tight j 
She  murmured  'Darling,  c ' eat  avec  moi 
That  you  should  spend  the  night.' 

1  touched  her  lips,  I  touched  her  lips, 
Morning  came  in  time, 

And  there  I  was,  a  blooming  wreck, 

Without  a  blioming  dime. 

Now  listen  all  you  First  Year  Students 
Who  have  exams  to  do; 

They  may  seem  fair  and  innocent, 

But  what  I  say  is  trues 
Beware,  of  brightly  painted  yachts, 

And  h<jld  to  this  idea, 

That  ntf  matter  what  they  offer  yaw? 

You  should  always  stick  to  beer. 

She  had  a  crossed  apd  bloodshot  eye 
And  gin  split  down  her  singlet; 

She  was  a  nice  girl,  a  proper  girl, 

But  one  of  the  tertiary  kind. 

x  FAgerrtATIrtfi  iTCfrt .  Tune:  Glowworm. 

I  wish  I  were  a  fascinating  witch, 

I’d  never  be  ppor,  I’d  always  be  rich; 

I’d  live  ina  house  witha  little  red  light, 

I’d  sleep  all  day  and  I’d  work  all  night; 

I’d  take  a  vacation  gnce  in  a  while 
Just  to  make  my  gus toners  wild; 

Oh,  I  wish  I  were  a  fascinating  witch 
Instead  of  an  innocent  child. 

I  wish  I  were  a  fascinating  witch, 

I£d  never  be  poor,  I'd  always  be  rich; 

I’d  have  a  mink  coat  which  I’d  war  on  my  back 
And  drive  in  a  chauff oared  Cadilacf 
I’d  have  a  canary  with  a  golden  voice 
And  a  brand  new  limousine  Rolls  Royce ; 

Oh  I  wish  I  were  a  fascinating  bitch 
And  not  an  illegitimate  child. 


v  CftKlDt.es  Tune: 


OIMG 


When  I  was  apprenticed  in  London  I  went  to  see 

ffly  dear 

They  candles  they  were  burning,  the  moon  shone 

t  i/nA  i  j  .  bright  and  clear; 

I  knocked  upon  her  window  to  ease  her  fifom  her 

She  rose,  she  let  me  in  and  she  barred  the^oor 

again. 

'I  like  your  well-behaviour  I  muchly  often  say, 
won  t  rest  contented,  love,  when  youfeye  far 

Com/r^l  ‘eT  “re  S°  “Uddy  ”  carmot 

tome  roll  me  m  your  arms,  love,  and  blow  the 

candles  out. 

My  mother  and  my  fatbrrinyonder  room  ao  lie, 
Hugging  one  another,  so  why  not  you  and  I? 
Hugging  one  another,  without  no  fear  nor  doubt; 
U>m.'  roll  me  in  your  arms  love  and  blow  the 

candles  out.R 

•And  if  we  prove  successfully  name  it  after  me. 
Hug  it  neat  and  kiss  it  sweet  and  bounce  it  on 

w.  „  , ,  your  knee. 

When  my  three  years  are  ended  my  time  it  will  be 

And  I  fill  doable  ^er  ^l^ure,  love,  °by  ’ blovi ng 

_ 


swetrrMny  Amm. 


Sweet  Fanny  Adams,  blithe  and  gay, 

he  carved  her  name  on  the  old  apple  tree. 
One  day  in  May-ay.  » 

The  woodpecker  came  in  September, 

The  woodpecker  would  peck  away, 

on  the  °id  *«• 


RftLLs  M£  OVER,  ix  the  cl 


oDhg,1 


0  this  is  number  one  and  the  fun  has  just  begun, 

Roll  me  over  lay  me  down  and  do  it  again. 

Roil  me  over,  in  the  clover, 

Roll  me  over,  lay  me  down  and  do  it  again* 

mi  #14./  jfk  ck  s'c 

0  this  is  number  two,? there* 11  be  more  before 

l  we’re  through... 

s b*-y  is  kitv 

0  tl  is  is  number  three  and^we'll  keep  it  up  till  tea 

...  .  (  I'l/t  kjz v  O  **  vhu t  r 

0  this  is  number  four  and  (my  mother’s  keeping  score. 

.  y  fk/  fdLc  Ut 

0  this  is  number  five  andj  I  feel  more  dead  th <*  , 

(  alive. . . 

0  ,,  .  /*  _  c^vditk* 

0  this  i§  number  six  and  we ’  re  sdoing  it  just  for 

kicks... 

0  this  is  number  seven  and  we’re*the  way  to  heaven.. 

.  ,  .  dv-rc+’s  *4-  ‘j ■•.ft 

0  this  is  number  eight  and^this  time  I’ll  masturbate 

~  .  .  .  ,  .  /  fdv*  /  s  cLu  » '***9  TtY^L. 

0  this  IB  number  nine  and^still  we’ee  doing  fine**. 

0  this  is  number  ten  and  we’ll  start  ail  over  again, 
Roll  me  over  lay  me  down  and  do  it  again. 

Roll  me  over,  in  the  clover, 

Roll  me  over,  turn  me  round  and  do  it  again. 

rlL’i"'  Bfcft  &ACK  EOdL,  4.  ^  ^  jU- 

The  big  black  bull  came  down  ixmaxthe  mountain, 

McCarthy,  Joe  McCarthy*  ^ JoKrv)*^#,  \ 

The  big  black  bull  came  down  the  mountain  ' 

Long  time  ago. 

Long  time  ago,  long  time  ago, 

The  big  black  bull  came  down  the  mountain, 

Long  time  ago. 


Now  he  spied  a  heifer  in  a  field  a-grazin’ , . . . 

Now  he  jumped  that  fence  and  he  jumped  that  heifer... 

Now  he  missed  that  heifer  and  he  phffft!  all  over... 

Now  he  trudged  up  the  hill  with^  his  tube  a-draggin. 
Menzies,  hob  Menzies*  [_- 

Now  he  trudged  up  the  hill  with  his  tube  a-draggin’, 

Long  time  ago.  ^ 

lie  6v*-**- 

c*.  *  ) 


0  THE  MOON- 


17  funfay  fl 
Tune :  Arkansas  Fiddler. 
Source:  BR 


0  the  moon  shone  bright  on  her  nipple  and  her  tit 
As  she  greased  up  her  fanny  with  bi 1 lygoat  shit 
And  she  wriggl&d  and  she  giggled  and  she  said  wiith 


a  roar, 


’Never  have  I  seen  such  a  tool  before.  ’ 


-/JOHN  BROWN'S  PENIS. 


uuiiiM  mtuWN'S  PENIS.  ^  ^ 

John  Brown’s  penis  was  of  inches  quite  eleven 
He  began  to  masturbate  at  the  early  age  of  seven, 

He  aven , 

And  he  still  keeps  rogering  on. 

0  the  hoary  ol«  seducer  (3) 

And  he  still  keeps  rogering  on. 

John  Brown’s  standing  on  the  Hallejujah  shore, 
Gonorrhea  and  syphilis  will  trouble  him  no  more, 
For  now  he's  got  the  holy  Virgin  Mary  for  a  whore 
And  he  still  keeps  rogering  on. 


For  claiming  to  be  the  Trinity  on  insufficient  ground 
And  he  still  keeps  rogering  on. 


ob-iCJL 


c£c  Ae. 


If  all  those  young  ladies  were  little  white 

vixen, 

I'd  be  a  fox  and  I'd  chase  'em  and  fix  ’em, 

Roll  your  leg  over,  roll  your  leg  over 
Roll  your  leg  over,  the  man  in  the  moc 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  sheep  in  the 

clover, 

I'd  be  a  ram  and  I'd  ram  'em  all  over. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  fish  in  the 

ocean, 

I'd  be  a  shark  and  I’d  raise  a  commotion. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  bells  in  the 
^  tower , 

I'd  be  a  sexton,  I'd  bang  on  the  hour. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  rushes  a-growin’, 
I'd  get  my  scythe  and  I'd  start  in  a-mowin’ . 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  bricks  in  a  pile, 
I'd  be  a  mason,  I'd  lay  them  in  style. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  grapes  on  a  vine r 
I'd  be  a  plucker,  I'd  have  me  a  time. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  students  at 

college, 

I'd  soon  increase  both  their  learning  and 

knowledge. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  pigeons  a-flyin' , 
I'd  be  a  hawk  and  I'd  set  them  ail  cryin’x. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  little  white  | 

rabbits, 

I'd  be  a  hare  an’  I'd  teach  'em  bad  habits. 

There>some  that  would  hide  'em,  conceal  'em  or 

bind  'em, 

But  Lord,  rest  assured  I'm  the  kid  that  will 

find  'em. 

Roll  your  leg  over,  roll  your  leg  over, 

Roll  your  leg  over,  the  man  in  the  moon. 


OD-1&3 


df  LILLI BURLERO, 


(S.A.) 


Ho  brother  Todd,  hast  heard  the  decree? 

Li Lliburlero ,  bullen-la- la* 

That  we  are  to  have  a  new  Varsity? 

Li lliburlero ,  bullen-la-la. 


iK  *  l** 
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Lero,  lero ,  li llburlero , 

Li llburlero  bullen-la-la.  (Repeart  chorus) • 

Ho,  by  St*  Cosgrove,  Fascism  reigns! 

A  penny  for  thoughts  and  a  shilling  for  brains! 

A  crown  for  professors  who  will  not  be  led  - 
They're  replaced  at  a  florin  a  head* 

Mercury’s  wings  are  clipped  to  the  bone, 

We  can  ignore  the  philosopher’s  stone* 

Down  with  the  Presbytery’s  Protestant  wifies, 
Ireland  is  virtuous,  so  is  our  alios.  (?) 

N  Mow  knaves  have  ±k*H  taken  to  swear 

Orr  should  retain  the  professor’s  chair* 

The  Tasmanian  club  has  sent  out  a  gent 
He’ll  make  N  glad  and  repent* 

-1c  's 

on  our  side  and  the  bishop  as  well, 


Now  brother  Todd  has  gone  over  the  seas, 

To  beat  upstart  varisties  down  to  their  knees* 

Now  brother  Todd  has  re tunned  to  our  shore, 

Ana  we  whall  have  commissions  galore. 

Varsity  knaves  should  mind  what  they’re  at 
The  board  is  a  Barbour,  and  Barbour  a  cat. 

There  was  an  old  prophecy  found  in  a  bog, 

Tasmania  shall  be  ruled  br  an  aas  and  a  dog* 

Now  that  old  prophecy  has  come  to  pass, 

For  Baker’s  the  dog  and  Cosgrove’s  the  ass. 

BARN EM  u’ FLYNN*  (Cf.  Brian  U’Lynn). 

0  Barney  O’ Flynn  had  the  pox  and  the  gieefc 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  soles  of  his  feet. 
Great  globuels  of  mercury  hung  from  nis  chin, 

’Christ  Jesus,  lfm  rotten!1  said  Barney  0 • Plvnn . 


PROFESSOR  JOHN  GLAISTER  *  .BaM«d-^m©iody .  v^0D-^5 

0  I  am  a  marvel  of  medical  <£»%,  'S'*. 

A  fact  which  I  hope  to  make  plain  unto  you,  'v 
X  never  get  worried,  whatever  I  do. 

For  I  am  the  famous  Professor  John  Glaister  - 

Just  bear  this  in  mind  and  you're  sure  to  get  through 

A  -self “made  man  I,  a  Glasgow  M*D*, 

A  iasSk--1  Cambridge  and  F.R.§. 

And  if  I  live  on  to  the  next  century 

The  first  Baron  Glaister  they're  certain  to  make  me, 

A  thing  that’s  as  fitting  as  fitting  can  be* 


I'm  9.  marvellous  man  as  I  stand  in  the  dock, 

I  ho'^d  with  the  judges  on  all  technical  talk, 

I  always  refer  to  the  penis  as  'cock', 

For  I  have  had  thirty-five  yearw  of  experience. 
Bear  this  in  mind  and  you're  sound  as  a  rock* 
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I  appear  for  the  Crown  in  all  cases  of  rape, 
I  measure  the  quims  with  a  forty-foot  tape. 
For  semen  each  garment  I  carefully  scrape. 

Go  after  each  wee  wily  spermatazoa  - 
I  never  let  one  little  bugger  escape* 


If  your  son  aged  eleven  has  large  hairy  balls, 
§nd  fornicates  freely  with  casual  molls, 

And  for  medico-legal  attention  calls, 

I'll  publish  his  quite  preternatural  penis 
In  picturesque  poses  on  lecture-room  walls* 

In  columns  of  water  I  hunt  for  a  clue, 

In  high  exhumations  I  look  for  them  too; 

All  things  that  are  foetid  and  fishy  and  blue 
Are  all  in  the  line  of  Professor  John  Glaister  - 
You'll  note  thatothe  converse  is  equally  true* 

If  a  mummified  foetus  is  found  .in  your  &ssn» 

If  your  wife  sticks  a  poker  red-hot  up  your  bum, 
If  you  cheerfully  bugger  an  affable  chum, 

Then  Lord  Justice  Hawkins  and  I  are  agreed 
That  into  our  hands  you  must  speedily  come* 

— i  --f 


Forsakten  crypt-orchid**,  they  flock  to  my  door, 
i'SS  think  they  have  aarried  a  tar.* 

Of  imperforate  h yarn*  I  »«en  ' the  > 

i-sssr  ttzssrzs?""-- 

And  men  w  no  testicles  swim; 

On  shelves  m my  f“rg®  y  foreskin  and  fungus 
In  bottles  with  f 1 !*• 

I  gather  my  specimens  grisly  & 

The  Lord  .’Justice  Hawkins  holds  me  in  esteem 
The  .  bottled  wet  dream; 

YThen  exhibit  A  i  ,  ^  .$+  with  eteaia* 

l  sftS  SVspi^S^hould  screw  up  the  scrotum 

XfeliP  SSu’ti-UT  Krt®  the  ■‘"“* 

,„r  uenises  puckered-  and  pinched  up  with  pain, 

Per  prostates  that  piddle  again  and  agar^ 

for  erseholee  that  arch  “  ^f/JPJohn  Glaister, 

Jr.  the  pride  and  the  Joy  of  ft^oro 

18  !  sit  in  n*  effic.  and  leash ^  through  .  key 

(  y°ur  peben /iteTls  nT^  y°*'rG  trying  t0  ^ 

I  The/ just  come  along  with  your  tr 

I’ll  give  extreme  unction  to  all  01  y 
\  1  11  &xv  „  _ _ 4.  in  r.haoter  o. 


C/V^e,*/  9  ^Uarft>  ^  ^ 

i^K.  -  *-*  ^i°0 


A1*''  of  k/o>Ay 

♦BRIAN  BORU.  TUNE:  Mush  mush ,  4^ 

I  was  up  to  my  whiskers  in  mud,  sir, 

A-doing  my  bit  in  the  bog, 

When  my  spade  it  struck  something  quite  hard,  sir, 
Like  a  bit  of  a  stone  on  a  log. 

'Twas  a  chest  of  the  finest  bog  aaxk  oak,  sir; 

And,  wondering  what  thing  it  might  hide, 

I  just  said  'Well,  bugger  the  fairies! 
ril  take,  sir,  a  wee  peep  inside.' 

And  now,  sir,  you'll  hardly  believe  me, 

"■it  what  I  will  tell  you  is  true: 

'Twas  an  ancient  Irish  french  letter, 

A  relic*.of  Brian  Boru. 

'Twas  an--  ancient  ild  Irish  French  letter, 

Made  of  elk  hide  and  full  a  foot  long, 

With  a  little  gold  tab  on  the  end,  sir, 

With  his  name  and  his  stud  fee  thereon.. 

So  I  turned  by  my  mjnd  o'er  the  ages 
To  the  days  of  that  hoary  old  Celt, 

And  I  saw  Graraurel  in  the  bed,  sir, 

And  Brian  Boru  in  his  pelt. 

I  distinctly  heard  Brian  declaring, 

'Now,  my  dear,  we  must  get  this  thing  right: 

You  had  it  your  own  way  last  night,  dear  - 
It's  the  hairy  side  outside  tonight.' 

f+<UtS 
0*0^  ' 


oD-^7 


FRANCO. 


Folk  iune:  The  Fox. 
^ in  FW  Soagbook^ 

Well  Down  in  Spain  there  lived  a  rat 
A  bigger  rat  than  any  cat 
A  dirty  rat,  a  yellow  rat 
A  rat  by  the  name  of  Franco. 

Franco,  Franco, 

A  dirty  rat,  a  yellow  rat, 

A  rat  by  the  name  of  Franco. 

In  Barcelona  and  Madrid  yf 

They r<3SL  ?Sgj&  and  Spain  Mwerd 

+hat  dirty  rat,H!bat  yellow  rat, 
c  -at  by  the  name  of  rranco. 

Franco,  Franco, 

That  dirty  rat,  that  yellow  rat, 

That  rat  by  the  na;"e  of  Franco, 

J?  n 

In  rrance  and  sunny  Italy 
They'll  never  resrt~tTiT~ Spain  is  free 
And  hanging  from  the  nearest  tree 
Is  a  rat  by  the  name  of  Franco. 

Franco,  Franco, 

That  dirty  rat,  that  yellow  rat, 

That  rat  by  the  name  of  Franco. 

Now  there  were  rats  in  Germany, 

Also  in  sunny  Italy 

Sent  men  to  Spain  to  help  maintain 

The  rule  of  the  rat  named  Franco, 

Franco,  Franco, 

That  slimy  rat,  ti  at  yellow  rat, 
v  That  rat  by  the  name  of  Franco. 


oD-'lkS' 


Tun®  :  One  man  vent  to  mow 


IF  I  WERE  THE  MARRYING  KIND.  SIR. 


If  I  were  the  carrying  kind ,  sir 
-  Which,  thank  the  Lord,  I'm  not,  sir  - 
The  man  I'd  wed  to  share  my  bed 
Would  be  a  Rugby  forward. 

For  he'd  ruck  hard,  and  I’d  ruck  hard, 

And  we'd  ruck  hard  together; 

And  there  we'd  be  the  whole  night  through 
Rucking  hard  together. 

— -  b allboy 

For  he'd  hold  balls... 

-—fullback 

For  he’d  kick  hard... 


■  ^KL  MzVw 
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- winger 

For  he'd  run  hard... 


- — centre 

For  he'd  break  through... 

— prop 

For  he'd  prop  hard... 

— -lock 

For  he'd  lock  hard... 

—second  row 

For  he'd  push  hard... 

—hooker' 

For  he’d  hook  hard... 

—half 

For  he'd  put  it  in... 

- — five-eighth 

For  he'd  \ ass  it  out... 

—fan 

For  he'd  root  hard,  and  I'd  root  hard, 
And  we'd  root  hard  together! 


oD-  M 


IB  PAYS  TO  ADVERTISE. 

Chinese  couple  going  wild 
Want  to  nave  a  pUre  white  child, 

Seek  advice  what  can  be  done, 

But  find  no  way  of  getting  one. 


They  watch  TV,  and  while  they  sit 
They  find  a  way  of  doing  it: 

On  the  job  without  delay  - 
Sideways,  in  the  Chinese  way. 


Baby  born  midst  wild  delight, 
J^ittle  devil’s  pure  white; 
Father,  proud  and  fulli  of  glee, 
Tells  what  he  leanmed  on  TV. 


t*> 


’Hoolie,  hoolie,  me  no  foolie, 

Me  put  Persil  on  my  toolie; 

Missy  also  very  fussy, 

Sprinkle  Omo  on  herpuis-y  - 
Wonder  where  the  yellow  went, 

Me  sprinkle  balls  with  Pepsodentlt 


TOOTH’S  STOUT 

Newly  married  Save  and  Able 
Fainted  at  the  breakfast  table. 


Mother  says  ' I  gave  you  warning 
Not  to  do  it  in  the  morning.’ 


Tooth’s  Stout  made  that  right, 
Nov  they  do  it  morn  and  night,. 
And  they  hope  now,  very  soon. 
To  do  it  in  the  afternoon. 


i 


SWEET  FANNY  ADAMS 


Sweet  Fanny  Adams  and  I  one  day 
Went  down  to  the  old  apple  tree  to  play; 
We  carved  our  names  in  the  old  apple  tree 
And  left  them  there  for  all  to  see. 

In  time  I  went  back  to  the  old  apple  troe 
When  Fanny  no  longer  was  faithfuli  to  me; 
Alas,  the  words  had  faded  away! 

And  all  that  was  left  was  S..  F..  A.. 


y  c 


0  MARY  DON’T  YOU  WTraP. 


^  ^ -  fiyu ,  H/l  ^  5,  ^ 

trills  -/put-, _ 


If  I  could  I  surely  would 

Stand  on  the  rock  where  Moses  stood 

9 Cos  Pharaoh*  s  army  got  drwnded* 

0  Mary-  dob't  you  weep, 

0  Mary,  don't  you  weep,  don't  you  mourn, 

0  Mary,  don't  you  weep,  don't  you  mourn, 
'•Cos  Pharaoh's  assay  got  drownded. 

They'll  take  that  man,  they  surely  will, 

Nail  him  to  a  cross  on  top  of  a  hill. 

A/cv  Hcny  w/«  yh  »  r-A. 

£ /I  *<A  /  ^Jw.-vn.K  1  *'■'  Jt  ‘f 

AA>  *-v  '  ty  I  A  I  t~\  l  ft*  *,  sf  0  h>\  •' 

^%/fcry  r  .'-  4^  i  t  L\  t  ~  t  { i  :  is  o  d  it'  na  st~^c  , 
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io^  L 

One  of  these  days  about  six  o'clock  OD-4'7'i 
This  old  world's  gonna  really  rock* 


5^ 


CHARLOTTE  THE  HURT/VP 


A  dirty  old  harlot  lay  dying, 

•  Pis spot  supporting  her  head, 

J  round  her  the  bludgers  were  crying, 
l  As  she  leant  on  her  left  tit  and  saidj 

^'I'we  been  fucked  by  the  French  and  the  English, 

The  Germans,  the  Japs  and:  the  Hews, 

Now  I' re  come  back  to  Australia, 

To  be  rooted  by  bastards  like  youse.  ft*  s~S  J 

'So  roll  back  your  dirty  old  foreskins, 

And  give  me  the  pride  of  your  nuts* ; 

So  they  rolled  back  their  dirty  old  foreskins, 

And  played  Home  Sweet  Home  on  her  guts. 

Ain't*  it  bloody  lovolyi 


fit*. 


<T4  ^ 


8aid  ths  Duka  to  th«  Duchess  of  Ditch»at*r 
’1*11  be  fucked  if  I  will*  said  the  Duchess- 
•You'll  be  buggered  if  you  don't',  said  the  Duke. 


OD--I72. 


I NEATH  THE  SHADE  OF  THE  OLD  APPLE  TREE 
’Neath  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree 
Where  Mary  first  showed  it  to  me  - 
She  said  'That’s  my  twot ’ 

I  answered  'What  rot  - 
It  looks  more  like  the  subway  to  me.' 


(WV-) 


And  my  nice  Easter  bonnet, 

You  wiped  your  cock  on  it, 

Neath  the  shade  of  the  old  apple  tree. 


oP--t7  3 


ANTHONI  CLARE. 


There  was  a  man  called  Anthony  Clare 
And  he  was  famous  everywhere , 

Famous  in  all  the  music  halls 

As  a  man  who  ecu  Id  play  with  his  balls. 


I , 

o~4av-wxA 


For  they  were  large  balls,  large  balls,  j: 
Balls  as  heavy  as  lead;  ,  ^ 

With  a  circular  tWist  of  his  muscular  wrist 
He  could  toss  ’em  right  ower  his  head,  J\ 
Tiddley-om-pom-pom,  tiddley-om-pom-pom.  T  | 


As  he  was  walking  down  the  street 
He  saw  a  maiden  fair  and  sweet. 

She  thought  it  would  be  such  a  treat 
To  see  a  man  play  with  his  balls. 


S> 


As  he  was  swinging  'em  roung  and  round  x  ,  T 

One  came  off  with  a  hell  of  a  bound  <  (  * 

Right  in  the  eye  of  her  faithful  hound  ‘>1  T  ^ 

Who  was  watchin  g  him  play  with  his  balls.  |  ^  | 

A  policeman  who  as  passing  by  i  t  o 

He  heard  the  maiden  cry,  *Yi,  Yi,  ~i  f  0 

My  poor  hound's  been  hit  in  the  eye  ^  Y 

By  a  man  who  plays  with  his  balls.' 

He  was  hailed  before  the  magistrate  .  ^ 

Hid  placed  him  in  a  cellar  straight  dko  *•*“  T 

And  left  him  there  to  contemplate 

His  pair  of  marvellous  balls.  ^ 

A  .  . 

f  Uvj  _ _ 

The  tase  was  brought  on  straight  away,  “5 

In  fact  it  was  heard  the  very  next  dayi 
The  magistrate  was  heard  to  say 
'Why  shouldn't  he  play  with  his  balls?’ 


Now  Anthony  Clare  has  to  rest 

As  a  swinger  of  balls  he  was  the  best, 

Swinging  'em  round  with  zeal  and  zest, 

He'd  swing  'em  right  over  his  hedd. 

For  they  were  large  balls,  large  balls, 
S&’/:£XSr*LiB>if  his  nuseular  wrist 


OT)-17-^ 


ALL  THE  SAINTS  IN  KINGDOM  COME  - 


All  the  saints  in  Kingdom  Come 
Sit  around  and  scratch  their  bum 

j  t 

With  their  finger,  Hallejujah'. 

With  their  finger* 

,  7 

Gentle  Mary,  meek  and  mild  ’ 

Gave  herself  a  holy  child.  With  ter  finger... 

Joseph  had  a  virgin  wife. 

Kept  her  virgin  all  her  life,  With  his  finger.. 
Jesus  pokes  the  senaphim 

And  they  do  the  same  to  him,  With  their  finger... 

Women,  men,  and  children  too, 

Jesus  Christ  is  after  you,  With  his  finger... 


Jc  S  )i  ot-\  t 


Now  you  may  think  that  this  it  swell. 

But  I  would  rather  be  in  hell,  With  my  finger... 

oD-iys- 


SYDNEY  BiAJttS. 


Words  <yalydy*  by  john  Anderson. 

0  those  Sydney  Blues,  0  those  Sydney  Blues, 

I'm  stuck  here  in  Magdalen,  maiidlin  with  those 

Sydney  niues. 

1  was  pumping  up  the  Chevrill,  looking  for  a  shady  arbor, 
I  was  pumping  up  the  Chevrill,  looking  for  a  shady  arbor, 
And  l  said  to  my  flaming  self,  ’This  ain’t  a  patch  on 

our  ’Arbour’ . 

I  was  sitting  on  a  hard  bench,  listening  to  Professor  Ryle 
I  was  sitting  on  a  hard  bench,  getting  nouns  and  verbs 

from  Ry 1 e 

Ann  the  thought  came  flashing  through  my  mind:  John’s  got 

him  beat  by  a  mile. 

I  was  walking  up  the  nigh  Street,  with  Strawson  in  my  hair, 
I  was  walking  up  the  High  Street, with  Strawson  in  my  hair 
And  ail  I  could  think  of  was  old  Jamieson  St.;  gee  I’d 

rather  be  there* 

I  went  to  tutes  with  Austin,  and  alt  that  he  could  say 
Was  'Make  a  recommendation,  or  else  be  on  your  way’; 

So  1  recommended  Sydney,  it  beats  Oxford  any  day. 

I  called  on  Doug  McCallum,  and  he  said  'It  gets  you 

thinkin' '  (2) 

I  said,  ’Boy,  it's  not  the  college,  you  did  better  at 

the  Lincoln1 . 

They  pointed  out  their  Tom  Tower,  built  in  the  time  of 

r  . ,  tT„  Pharaoh,  (2) 

I  said,  If  you  want  a  phallus,  wh<*t  about  our  Trocadero?' 


OP-17& 


MIMI  THE  COLLEGE  WIDOW.  various  tune®. 

Mimi  the  College  widow,  <3^  'f'Le 

Pride  of  the  University,  Hhivtn ,ly  <=>£ 

Mimi  the  College  widow,  uh:wn^iosj 

Taught  all  the  boys  anatomy;  ^ 

She  laid  the  cornerstone  of  knowledge, 

In  fact  the  whole  damn  College  - 
Mimi  the  College  widow! 

He  was  a  rambling  wreck  from  Georgia  Tech. 

And  a  hell  of  an  engineer; 

He  must  have  been  an  architect 
For  he  left  his  blueprints  there. 


Where?  Oh!  There! 

** 

HKxwa*xKXK»m3Bt±iigxwxB*kxfrsmxSKBsgiaxTBSh. 

AHdxaxkKi 

High  above  s  waters 

There’s  a  place  they  call  Cornell; 

Mimi  met  a  footM.ll  hero, 

Shot  the  team  to  hill. 


She  was  loyal  to  you,  Illinois! 

Till  she  gave  you  a  boy,  Illinois! 
She  thought  that  she  was  protected, 
But  she  did  not  expect  it  - 
A  victory  fjjoni  you,  Illinois! 


OD-  177 


CieJi-b 

*  MmmMjL  iw.  (f~*.  ^  Rk^ S)  y 

There  once  was  a  gay  cabal lero,  -  a' 

an  extremely  gay  caballero ,  ^ 

and  of  course  he  had  a  ' 

roto-mari,  a  beautiful  roto-mario.  S 

C 

He  went  to  a  lowdown  casino, 
an  extremely  lowdown  casino,  ^ 

and  of  course  he  took  his 
roto-mari,  his  fiSamiifixrpto-mario. 

Ke  caught  a  filthy  diseaso,  ^  ^ 

An  extremely  filthy  diseaso,  Sen  os] 

Slap-bang  on  the  tip  of  his  rb  J 

roto-mari,  his  boko,  roto-mario. "A*  ✓  rj  Y, 

He  went  to  a  learned  doctrano,  k-* 

an  extremely  learned  doctrano,  — 
who  s  iff  -H-t  4s  r 

y  roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario*  ^\s 

He  sits  by  a  swift-flowing  rio , 
i  an  extremely  swift- flowing  rio, 
lamenting  the  loss  of  his  n 
roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario® 

Now  listen  you  filthy  backstreeters , 
if  you  want  to  go  fuck  senoritas, 
and  you  don't  wan1 t  the  pox, 
shove  socks  on  the  tops  of  your  roto,  roto-mari^o 

llLLUa 

r  name  was  Lil  and  she  was  a  beauty 
She  lived  in  a  house  of  ill-repute;  A 

Gen’lmen  came  from  miles  to  see  fl 

Lillian  in  her  deshabille.  y 

Now  she  was  comely  and  she  was  fair, 

She  had  lovely  golden  hair, 

But  she  drank  too  deep  of  the  demob  rum, 

She  smoked  hashish  and  op-i-um.  ( 

Day  by  day  her  cheeks  grew  thinner 
From  insufficient  protein  in  her, 

She  grew  deep  hollows  in  her  chest, 

Why,  she  had  to  gmm m  go  round  completely  dressed! 


ob-^ 


Now  clothes  can  make  a  girl  go  far, 

But  they  got  no  place  on  a  fille  de  joie; 
Lillian's  troubles  started  when 
She  concealed  her  abdomen. 

So  she  took  to  treatments  in  the  sun, 

And  she  drank  up  Scotts  Emul-si-on, 

Three  times  daily  she  ate  yeast  - 
Still  her  clientele  decreased. 

For  you  must  know  her  clientele!' 

Rested  chiefly  on  her  belly; 

She  rolled  that  thing  like  the  deep  Pacific 
Man*  it  was  somethin'  calorific!  Ift.) 

She  wont  to, see  the  house  physician 
To  prescribe  for  her  condition; 

'What'4 you  have  got'  ,  the  doctor  did  say, 

'Is  perni-ci-ous  anae-mi-a. ' 

Lillian  lay  in  her  dishonour, 

She  felt  the  Devil's  hand  upon  her; 

She  said  ’My  sins  ah  now  repents, 

But,  man,  that'll  cost  you  50  cents.' 


KNEES  UP. .  ,  S<£ou3 d") 

Knees  up,  Father  Riley,  take  your  finger  from  your 

bum, 

Can’t  you  see  the  English  coming,  can’t  you  see 

the  bastards  comef 
SxH&tx  See  them  coming  o’er  the  mountain,  see  them 

coming  o’er  the  hill  - 

^  y°u  ^  shoot,  O’Riley,  then  by  Jesus  Christ  I 

will ! 


OM  ImL  ! 
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V-  LIFE  PRESENTS  A  Dismal  PlfTinM-..  Tune:  Austria. 

Life  presents  a  dismal  picture, 

Full  of  sorrow  and  of  gloom; 

Father  has  an  anal  stricture, 

Mother  has  a  fallen  womb. 

Sister  Sue  has  been  aborted 
For  the  sixty-second  time; 

Uncle  Joe  has  been  deported 
For  a  homosexual  crime. 

Cousin  Jim’s  a  sexual  maniac, 
fsfever  laughs  and  never  smiles,  m.v 
.... .rfdxkisxsMiyxa&KMpa  Speixb  his  time 
Cracking  ice  for  Grandpa’s  piles. 

Uncle  Charlie  has  aix  a  chancre 
Cauglrt  from  Uncle  Ilenry’s  wife; 

May’s  \n  bed  with  menstruation, 

Auntie’s  at  the  change  of  life. 

Life  presents  a  dismal  picture  - 
Found  a  foetus  in  a  case; 

Father  Pryke  says  it  is  murder; 

Of  Sister  An^e  there  is  no  trace. 

Brother  Bill’s  emasculated 
For  the  safety  of  the  race; 

Sister  Jean  is  now  frustrated  - 
No  man's  safe  around  the  place. 

As  for  me  I  had  a  discharge; 

It  with  Mercury  I  did  anoint; 

gvjttr  it  was  not  worth  a  cracker, 
w  I’ve  got  a  Charcot’s  Joint, 

Gononcoccal  salpingitis  - 
It  has  blocked  my  tubes  ror  me; 

So  you  see,  my  dearest  doctor, 

It’s  no  use  to  do  a  I)  &  C# 

Yet  we  are  not  disappointed, 

Neither  are  we  up  yon  spout; 

Auntie  Mabel  has  just  farted, 

Blown  her  arsehole  inside  out. 


in  contemplation 


y  Mabel's  husband's  now  in  prison 
For  a  childish  prank  of  mine: 
Pinching  things  that  wasn't  his'n, 
Women's  scanties  off  a  line. 

Dad's  a  man  who  likes  bestiality, 
Incest  is  my  mother's  fun, 

So  the  whole  four  sleep  together, 
Father,  mother,  horse  and  son. 

Anal-DDal  trends  disgust- me, 

Though  pronounced  in  Tiny  Tim; 

I  do  much  prefer  fellatio, 

He  sucks  me  and  I  suck  him. 


(X 

Q, 


Little  Jim  keeps  masturbating, 

Though  we  tell  him  it  is  sin; 

Uncle  '  s  the  KingsgB«rwe  Slasher, 


Uncle  Henry  dobbed  him  in. 
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OD  -  ISA 


OU-'I&Z 


This  prostitute  she  knew  her  part* 

She  let  loose  with  a  thunderous  fart 
And  shot  him  out  like  a  flying  dart 
Right  through  all  Jerusalem. 

He  was  buzzing  li ice  a  bumblebee 
And  landed  high  up  in  a  tree, 

Hung  by  his  balls  for  all  te  see, 

A  sight  for  all  Jerusalem. 

\Ihis  prostitute  she  lived  for)  years 
^i 1 1  sterilised  by  gonorrheas 


^  5  $)  iClj  &^~ia4Cs 
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/f  /-?  Id*  ,  be**d 


HANGING  DOWN... 


Tune : 


*+tts 

\ 

\ 

{f^LU —d.  Tinker 


With  a  yard  and  a  half  of  foreskin  hanging  down 
below  his  knee, 

Hanging  down,  and  swinging  free, 

With  a  yard  and  a  half  of  foreskin 
Hanging  down  and  swinging  free. 


i  UP  AND  I 


T2R  TLy^WAY. 


0, ySr  a^/er  I  ^rwl  id  er  I-ay, 

I  up  /drid  I  showed:  er^k^e  way. 

^  ,  y  poi/PcH 

R  ONI  AN  SCHOOL  %.  lo&Sfi.v  . 


SCHo^ 


It  was  all  right  for  keyholes,  and  little  girlies' 

peeholes, 

But  no  good  for  Ronian  School. 

Up  school . • • 


o  h~\$?> 


VINCENT  VAN  GOGII. 


Tune;  Down  in  the  Valij 


Me^Uofs,  *-A  ( 

Hi's  pointed  upwards,  towards  the  sky.  £7-.^ 

Well  it's  pointed  upwards....  ’ 

Fe Sling  quite  randy,  can’t  tell  you  why, 

Let's  go  to  the  brothel,  just  you  and  I. 

Well,  jusS  you  and  I,  boy,... 

Arrived  at  the  brothel,  randy  and  gay, 
turning  to  Vincent,  said  It’s  your  tbn  to  pay. 

UD  Mvdam>  Wel1’  What’S  for  y°u»  dears? 

Turning  to  Vincent,  said  What  funny  ears. 

Wen,  roses  are  red,  boys,  to  Vincent  Van  Gogh, 

He  ran  all  the  way  home,  to  cut  his  ear  offj 

pJJ’iV1"  tUrned  me  °ff’  bo^8>  turned  me  cfl 

I  11  ga  no  more  go  a-whoring  with  Vincent  Van  Gogh. 

Cfov A  *  "h>  ^4*-*—  ^ 
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THE  FIRST  PORT  WE  CAME  TO  - 

0  the  first  port  we  came  to  was  Singa-,  Singa- , 

The  girls  wouldn’t  fuck  but  they'd  finga,  fingay 

The.idollars  we  paid,  and  we  rode  all  the  day 
To  the  tune  of  the  Spanish  guitar-o. 

Singing  hi- jig-a- jig,  hi- jig-a- jig,  push-push, 
Singing  hi- jig-a- jig,  hi- jig-a- jig,  push-push; 
Ten  dollars  we  paid,  and  we  rode  all  the  day 
To  the  tune  of  the  Spanish  guitar-o. 

The  next  port  we  came  to  was  Mal*a,  Malta; 

Ihe  girls  wouldn't  fuck  but  they  oughter,  oughter. 

The  next  port  we  came  to  was  Aden,  Aden; 

^he  girls  wouldn't  fuck  till  we  made  'em,  made  (em 

Two  dollards  we  paid,  for  a  bare-arse  parade 
And  a  tune  on  the  Spanish  gitarro. 

Singing  jxgxxxxixttiwxpig ,hi-jig-ajig, 

frig  a  little- pig,  follow  the  band, 

Follow  the  band  with  your  stand  in  your  hand, 
Two  dollards  we  paid,  for  a  bare-arse  parade 
And  a  tune  on  the  Spanish  gita  rro. 

0  the  next  port  we  came  to  was  Port  Said,  Port  Said 
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THE  RINGY11ANGD00.  (RFB) 

0  the  ringydangdoo ,  say  what  is  that? 


It's  soft  and  warm,  like  a  pussy-cat. 
Got  a  hole  in  the  middle,  that's  split 
That's  what  they  call  the  rjngydangdoo 


right 


through 


There  was  a  girl,  her  name  was  Jean, 

The  sweetest  girl  he'd  ever  seen, 

„  straight  &  true 

He  ^oved  to  play  with  her  ringydangdoo. 


VbwyvweoucBKvkvhvKvvtuvkw 


0  the  ringydangdoo,  now  what  is  that? 

It's  round  and  black  like  a  bowler  hat, 

Got  a  hole  in  the  middle,  and  quite  nice  too  - 
That's  what  they  call  the  ringydangdoo. 


They  went  back  home  to  her  father's  house 
They  crept  upstaris  as  quiet  as  ax  a  mouse; 

They  shut  the  doors  and  windows  too, 

And  all  night  they  played  with  the  ringydangdoo. 


IN  GAYS  (JF  ULi). 

In  days  of  old  when  knights  were  bold 
And  rubbers  weren't  invented, 

They  wrapped  their  socks  around  their  cocks 
And  screwed  their  girls  contented. 


In  days  of  old  when  knights  were  bold 
And  ladies  weren't  particular, 

They  laid  them  up  against  the  walls 
And  fucked  them  perpendicular. 


/sh long/ 

/ 
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IF  ALL  THOSE  YOUNG  LADIES-  (Additional  from  MIT) 

If  all  those  young  laides  were  bats  in  a  steeple 
I'd  be  a  bat,  there'd  be  more  bats  than  people. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  mures  in  a  stable 
I'd  be  a  groom  who  was  niucfe  more  than  able. 

If  all  those  young  ladies  were  B-29s 
Ifid  be  a  fighter,  I'd  buzz  their  behinds. 

If  all  the  young  ladies  were  up  for  improvement 
I'd  be  the  giy  to  start  a  ball-bearing  movement. 

If  all  the  young  laddes  were  diamonds  and  rubies 
i'd  be  a  jeweler  and  polish  their  boobies. 

If  all  the  young  ladies  were  fish  in  the  ocean 
I'd  be  ks whale  and  show  them  the  motion. 

If  all  the  young  ladies  were  little  red  foxes 

I’d  be  the  tall  grass  and  tickle  their  boxes. 

/ 

If  all  the  young  ladies  were  singing  this  song 
It  would  be  five  times  as  dirty  and  ten  times  as  long. 

NANCY  BRuWN  VARIANTS. 

/f-W  a_^  A  I  f  ,,  j-4^, 


Who  is  loved  by  all  the  neighbours  for  miles  and  miles 
Now  the  deacon  in  our  punish  he  loved  our  Nncy  too/arount 
Si  he  took  her  ip  the  mountain  just  to  see  what  she  co 
...  down  the  mountain  by  the  dams  /do 

*  °r  in  sPite  of  all  his  urgin’...  West  Virginia  Ham. 

Along  came  a  cowboy,  a  cowboy  with  a  song.. 


...down  the  mountain  by  the  shack 
For  in  spite  of  ail  his  urgin'...  pappy's  apple-jack. 

Along  came  -  with  a  hundred  dollar  bill 

He  put  her  in  his  M.G.  and  drove  her  up  the  hill 
So  she  stayed  up  on  the  mountain... 

She  came  down  next  morning  early 
More  a  woman  than  a  girly 

And  her  pappy  threw  the  hussy  out  of  sight. 

Along  came  the  draft  and  kicked  .  in  the  pants 

He  has  no  use  for  his  M.U.,  he  had  no  use  for  his  Nancy 
So  she ' a  back  there  on  the  mountain...  feeling  sore 

etM*7 


And  the  cowboy  and  the  deacon 
They  are  getting  what  they're  seekin' 

For  she's  nothging  buta  West  Virginia  whore. 

■I  WANT  A  BEER.  Tunes  I  want  a  girl... 

I  want  a  beer  -just  like  the  beer 
That  pickild  dear  old  Sad.  ■ 

It  was  a  bees  and  the  only  beer  '  . 

That  Daddy  ever  had. 

A  good  oldfashioned  beer  with  lots  of  foam 
\  It  book  ten  men  to  carry  daddy  home 
i  I  wani  a.  beer  just  like  the  beer  : 

That  pickiid  dear  old  dad. 

ON  TUB  OF  ULI)  SOPHIE.  Tune:  On  top  of  old  Smoky. 

On  top  of  old  Sophie,  all  covered  with  sweat, 

—I've  used  fourteen  rubbers,  and  she  hasn’t  come  yet. 

'.For  fucking's  a  pleasure,  and  farting's  relief, 

|  But  a  longwinded  lover  will  bring  gothing  but  grief. 

^  i 

^•She'll  kiss  you  and  hug  you,  and  say  it  won't  take  long 
M  But  two  hours  later  you're  still  gping: strong. 

\ 

f^So  come  all  you  lovers,  and  listen  to  me:  - 

'/.Don't  waste  your  erection  on  a  longwinded  she. 

V  for  your  root  will  just  wither,  and  your  passion  will  d 
f  ind  'she  will  forsake  you,  and  you'll  never  know  why. 

THE  SWEETHEART  OF  SIX  OTHER  GUYXS. 

The  girl  of  my  dreams  has  dyed  her  hair 
A  brilliant  shade  of  red 

She  drinks,  she  smokes,  she  tells  dirty  jokes, 

She  hasn't  a  brain  in  her  head. 

She  thinks  that  liquor  makes  the  world”  go  round 
She  drinks  more  than  yhu  or  I 

The  girl  of  my  dreams  ain’t  as  dumb  as  she  seems 
She's  the  sweetheart  of  six  other  guys. 

k  THE  AIR  CORPS  SUNG. 

1  Off  we  go,  into  the  wild  blue  yonddr... 

*  CRASH  4  4 ! 


IS. 

0-^0/ 
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DO  IT  YOURSELF. 

If  you  want  to  shit  with  ease 
Place  your  hands  upon  your  knees, 

(live  a  grunt  and  then  a  squeeze, 

And  out  she  slides  like  wotten  cheese. 

INDICTMENT 

You’re  the  cunt  who  fucked  my  daughter, 
Bucked  her  hole  and  stopped  her  water. 

A  VARIATION. 

I  paid.  2d. 

and  wasn't  broken-hearted 
cos  I  didn't  only  shit 
but  I  also  farted. 


YET  MORE  NOTICES. 

Piss  if  you  like 
Shit  if  you  like 

BUT  DON'T  MISS! 

AN  HONEST  MAN ! 

Some  come  here  to  write  their  wit, 

Others  come  here  to  have  a  fit; 

But  actually,  without  any  bull, 
kx  I  come  here  to  have  a  pull. 

BIOGRAPHY. 

My  name’s  John  Brown,  I  drink  and  smoke, 

And  lend  ray  bum  to  any  other  blole. 

SLAVEDHIVEP ! 

You  don’t  come  here  to  pull  and  fuck  /=jerk?/ 
But  to  have  a  shit  and  back  to  work. 

THE  PURPLE- PEOPLE- EATER. 

A  purple  people  eater  is  a  cock  sucker  with 
high  blood  pressure. 
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The  stroke  of  the  poke  is  inversely  proportional 
to  the  heat  of  the  meat.  -  ANON. 

I  went  on  a  diet  -  aj&re  off  drinking  and 
heavy  eating.  In  fourteen  days  I  lost  almost  two 
weeks*  -  JOE  E*  LEWIS* 

Comment  of  a  Peruvian  watching  a  striptease: 

In  my  country  we  do  not  regard  sex  as  a  spectator 
sport. 

It  was  very  good  of  God  to  let  Carlyle  and 
Mrs.  Carlyle  marry  one  another  and  so  make  only 
two  people  miserable  instead  of  four,  besides 
be tng  very  amusing*  •  SAMUEL  BUTLER,  in  a  letter, 
1884. 

Men  behove  to  take  heed  of  maidens:  for  they 
be  tender  of  complexion;  small,,  pliant  and  fair 
of  disposition  of  body;  shamefast,  fearful  andxauB 
merry*  Touching  outward  disposition  they  be  well 
nurtured,  demure  and  soft  of  speech,  and  well 
ware  of  what  they  way:  and  delicate  in  their 
apparel •  And  for  a  woman  is  more  meeker  than  a 
man,  she  weepeth  sooner.  And  is  more  envious  and 
more  laughing,  and  loving,  and  the  malice  of  the 
soul  is  more  in  a  woman  than  in  a  man*  And  she 
is  of  feeble  kind,  and  she  maketh  more  lesings, 
and  is  more  shamefast,  and  more  slow  in  working 

and  in  moving  than  a  man. 

-From  The  Old  Book,  edited  by  DOROTHY  HARTLiY 

Abraham  Lincoln  reviews  a  book:- 

To  those  that  like  this  kind  of  book,  this 
is  the  kind  of  book  that  they  will  like. 
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DISCOURAGEMENT. 

If  you  come  here  at  Nature’s  call, 

Don’t  write  your  name  on  the  shithouae  wall; 

For  if  you  do  attempt  your  &it, 

You  ohly  shine  where  others  shit. 

IS  IT  A  RIDDLE? 

Be  six  a  man  and  not  a  fool: 

Suck  your  cock  and  not  your  tool. 

PS CYHO ANALYST ’  S  ADVICE. 

Help  yourself  to  overcome  strain: 

Pull  your  tool  before  the  chain. 

WHY  WONDER? 

Here  I  sit  and  shit  and  wonder 
Hby  my  prick  stood  up  like  thunder. 

LAYING  A  GHOST. 

If  Shakespeare  did  come  here  to  shit  f 

The  smell  was  stronger  than  the  wit. 

AMBITION’. 

A  man’s  ambition  must  be  great 
To  fuck  a  girl  by  her  front  gate. 

4  man's  ambition  must  be  poor 
To  write  upon  a  shithouse  door. 

A  woman's  ambition  must  be  worst*  st.il  1 
To  let  a  man  just  for  the  thrill. 

NATURAL  HISTORY 

Don't  think  you  can  be  smart  and  kangaroo  the  seat, 
For  these  Wynyard  crabs  can  jump  fifteen  feet. 

THE  POETIC  SOUL? 

'V  Here  ixs  is  a  penis  waiting  to  penetrate  the 

hairs  that  hide  an  open  rose;  tonight  she  will  give 
^  me  the  freedom  of  her  narrow  tender  ioins. 

MAXIMS 

Don't  wait,  masturbate 
Pull:  a  now's  cunt  over  you 
Have  cock,  will  fuck 


OJM92- 


Tfrjg  $Tg£&. 

There  was  beer,  beer,  beer  you  couldn’t  get  near 
In  the  store,  in  the  store, 

There  was  beer  ,  beer,  beer  you  couldn’t  get  near 
In  the  Quartermaster’s  Store. 


Chorus :  My  eyes  are  dim  I  cannot  see, 

I  have  not  brought  my  specs  with  me, 
I  have  not  brogght  my  specs  with  me. 


There  was  meat,  meat,  squashed  up  on  the  seat. 

There  were  flies,  flies,  mixed  up  in  the  pier 

(Barrett  fucking  a  great  big  carrot; 

Smithy,  packing  a  great  bighshi tty ; 

Sams  shitting  in  the  hams; 

Brock  bucking  a  frenehied  cock; 

Miller  rooting  the  Green  GoriLla; 

Johnno.,-  what  a  bloody  homo; 

Spruce  sucking  maiden’s  juice;) 

For  it’s  beer,  beer,  that  makes  you  want  to  cheer 
In  the  corps,  in  the  corps 

For  it’s  beer,  beer,  that  makes  Jrou  want  to  cheer 
In  the  Quartermaster  corps. 

For  it’s  |in,  gin,  gin,  that  makes  you  want  to  sin 

For  it's  Carling's  Black  Label  that  makes  you  go 

for  Mabel 


For  it's  water,  water,  water,  that  makes  you  fo^l 

you  oughte/ 

♦..booze,  that  makes  you  want  to  snooze..* 
♦..cherry  pop  that  makes  you  want  to  stop..* 
..•squirt  that  makes  you  want  to  flirt... 

..♦hooch  that  makes  you  w ant  to  smooch... 
...brandy  that  makes  you  feel  so  dandy... 

. • .winexx  that  makes  you  heel  so  fine... 

. . . cokexxx  that  makes  you  want  to  choke... 
...muscatel  that  makes  youfeel  like  hell... 
...scotch  that  gets  you  in  the  crotch... 
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Do  you  want  a)  fuck )for  2d?  Place  two  pennies  in 
the  slat  and  draw  back  the  knob.  ^ 

THE  LAST  WORD?  ^ 


He  who  writes  upon  these  walls 
Rolls  his  shit  in  little  balls; 
He  who  reads  these  words  of  wit 
Eats  those  little  balls  of  shit. 


'fatleAy  . 
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We  sailed  to  the  Canaries 
To  screw  the  local  fairies; 
We  got  the  syph 
In  Teneriffe 

And  the  clap  in  Buenos  Aires. 


The  cook's  name  it  was  Ileman, 
A  great  perverted  demon; 

He  served  the  crew 
A  horrible  stew 
ti  ioreskins  boiled  in  semen. 


Jhe  cook's  assistant  -Sluter, 
was  a  mastrubator ; 

He  scraped  his  bunk 
•-‘And  served  up  spunk 
Instead  of  mashed  potato. 

Tlie  musician’s  name  was  Carter 
-.ho  tuned  his  arse  as  a,  farter; 
He  could  play  anything 
Fro,;  (lo d  Save  the  King 
fo  Beethoven's  Moonlight  Sonata. 

" 0  sailed  on  to  Felucca 

And  bought  ourselves  a  flicker; 

B u  t  h  e  n  w e  .s  aw 
Her  wutsize  bo^tre 
We  decided  just  to  .suck  her. 
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G-orb?  $HlP  \f(  A/l/  ^ 

Ecstatic  squeals  revealed  that  eels 
Had  found  her  sexual  quarter . 

The  ship's  cat's  name  was  Kitty, 

Her  arse  was  black  and  shitty; 

Her  feline  twot  was  kept  red  hot 
By  a  crew  who  knew  no  pity. 

The  bosun* s  name  was  Andy, 

4  bastard  bald  and  bandy; 

1  They  filled-  his  bum  with  boiling  rum 

For  pissing  in  the  brandy. 

'Twas  at  the  China  station,  ,  r  _  V 

Byway  of  celebration,  r** 

We  sunk  a  junk  wi tji  jets  of  spunk 
By  mutual  masturbation. 

The  captairfs  daughter  Marlet, 

She  was  a  filthy  harlot^  1  '  . 

’  When  she  went  td  bed  '  '  ' , .  .  n  . 

Her  cunt  was  red, 

And  in  the  morning  scarlet.  -  ;  ■ 

The  ship’s  mascot  was  Rover, 

The  whole  crew  did  him  over; 

They  pound  and  pound  that  poor  old  hound 
From  Land's  End  round  to  Dover. 

♦The  Captain's  girl  Verbena 
(Pregnant  last  time  I  seen  her) 

At  the  age  of  six 
Thd  sailors'  pricks 
Were  tickling  her  fbr  a  deener. 

She  bosun's  name  was  Carter, 

By  Christ,  he  was  a  farter; 

When  the  wind  didft't  blow 
And  the  ship  didn't  go 
They  got  .Carter  to  fart  her,  to  start  her. 

We  sailed  to  the  Bahamas 
Where  the  girls  all  wear  pyjamas; 

They  wouldn’t  3crew  .  (  , :  :  ( 

Our  motley  crew  -  t,  r 

They  much  preferred  bananas, 
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Jimmy  Wker  he  was  there,  having  the  time  of  his 

life, 

He  put  the  hard  word  on  a  girl  and  fotnd  it  was  his 

wife, 

Iwfurt/vs 
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Tarzan  of  the  Apes  was  there,  acting  like  a  fool, 
Jumping  from  the  rafters  and  swinging  on  his  tool. 

Jock  the  parson  he  was  there,  it  was  a  bloody  shame , 

fucked  a  shiela  thirty  times  and  never  knew  her 

name. 

*  *■  * :e  1  lage  barber  he  was  there,  his  razor  in  his 

hand , 

>’ nd  every  time  the  music  stopped  he  circumcisid 

*"•  the  band. 

Ihe  village  doctor  he  was  there,  with  his  box  of 

t r i cks 

Amusing  himself  between  each  dance  by  circumcising 

'  pricks. 

Auntie  Mary  she  was  there,  she  ran  the  treasure  hunt- 
You  had  to  guess  the  colour  of  the  marble  up  her  ount. 

The  parson's  son  he  was  there,  he  was  only  eight; 

He  couldn't  give  a  fuck  so  he  had  to  masturbate. 

The  village  postmen  he  was  there,  with  his  load  of 

He  couldn't  stuff  the  sheilas  so  he  stuffed  the 

letterbox . 

Fifth  lady  forwaiid,  sixth  lady  task*  past, 

eventh  lady's  finger  up  the  eighth  lady's  arse. 

e  was  fucking  in  the  haystacks  ,  there  was 

4  .  „  fucking  in  the  rain- 

Am.  you  couldn’t  use  the  pisshouse  for  the  semen  up 

the  drain. 

The  undertaker  he  was  fhere,  in  his  cape  and  shroudd 
Squatting  on  the  chandelier  and  pissing  on  the  crowd 
The  service-station  man  was  there,  down  before  the 

jj  _  .  fire, 

Having  sexual  intercourse  with  a  punctured  Dunlop 

tyre . 
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Every  boy  hasjgot  a  horn  in  Mobile  (2) 

Every  boy  has  got  a  horn; 

From  the  moment  they  are  born  <"/7 

Every  little  girl  gets  torn  in  Mobile. 

^  4-  f>;  cw- 
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There's  a  man  called  Dirty  Keith  in  Mobil 
There's  a  man  called  Dirty  Keith 
And  he  wears  a  laurel  wreath 


Of  puftic  hairs  around  his  teeth  in  Mobil. 


There  s  a  bastard  called  Strater  in  Mobil 
There's  tk  a  bastard  called  Strater 
He's  the  biggest  masturbator 
Fornicator,  cunt  inflator  in  Mobil. 


(2) 

(2) 
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*There's  a  naughty  boy  called  Danny  in  Mobil  (2) 
There's  a  naughty  boy  called  Danny 
tlnd  he  likes  his  bit  of  fanny 
And  he  gets  it  off  his  granny  in  Mobil. 

There's  a  queenie  boy  called  Hunt  in  Mobil  (2) 
There's  a  queenie  boy  called  Hunt 
And  he  thinks  he's  got  a  cunt 
But  his  arse  is  back  to  front  in  Mobil. 

Oh  the  girls  all  wear  tin  pants  in  Mobil  (2) 

Oh  the  girls  all  wear  tin  pants 
But  they  takes  'em  off  to  dance  - 
Everybody  gets  his  ghance  in  Mobil. 

?tleiUen -°f  t,,e  workin*5  classes  in  Mobile  (?) 
Gentiemeu  oi  the  working  classes  iaxMabii t  ’  ~ 

hhen  you’ve  finished  with  your  glasses 
ou  can  stuff  them  up  your  arses  in  Mobile. 

0  they  don’t  use  boggus  paper  in  Mobile  12)  / 

they  don  t  use  boggus  paper, 

>  'ey  don’t  hold  with  no  such  caper, 

*  ey  just  use  a  putty  scraper  in  Mobile. 

IhZl',8  n°  in  the  b°S8  in  Mobile  (2) 

There  s  no  paper  in  the  bogs,  V  ; 

They  just  wait  until  it  clogs, 

en  they  saw  it  off  in  logs  in  Mobile. 

There '  s  I  0r<!e”  ia  Mobile  (V 

■incie  s  a  stupid  man  named  Crfeen  V  ' 

And  he  thinks  he  is  q  queen, 

But  he's  got  a  ruptured  spiefen  in  Mobile. 

0  they  have  a  pet  aversion  in  Mobile  (2) 

The  aversion  was  a  virgin  V  * 

SJ®  ^n’t  take  much  Urdn' 
ooon  the  nenisp*  ^  1  » 

,ere  <„ 

OD  -XO\ 


’You're  pissed,  you'ro/^runk,  you  silly  old  cunt. 
You’re  blind  and  caiyirot  see; 

It's  nothing  but  th«  rolling-pin  \ 

You  kindly  gave  tff  me.'  A- 

'In  all  my  years' of  traveling  /  © 

A  thousand  rnil^s  and  more,  / 

I  never  saw  y rolling-pin 
With  balls  dn  it  before.* 

**  SAMMf  IQIIJ,. 

0  my  name  is  Sammy  Hall,  Sammy  Hall  )  q 
God  damn  your  eyes,  \  K 

0  my  name  is  Sammy  Hall 
And  I've  only  got  one  ball 
But  I'll  up  and  fuck  you  all 

God  damn  your  eyes  and  blast  your  soul 
*  m  bloody  hell. 


0  I  killed  a  man,  ’ tis  said... 
When  I  hit  him  on  the  head 
With  a  fucking  lump  of  lead... 

The  preacher  he  will  come,.lT~ 
With  his  talk  of  Kingdom  Come, 
He  can  stuff  it  up  his  bum... 


'  ^ 


The  sherriff  he'll  come  too... 

With  his  fucking  boys  in  blue 
They've  got  fuck  all  else  to  do#... 

And  then  my  soul  will  pass...  i  Iw  t-i—t  j 

Like  a  whiff  of  sewer  gas; 

You  can  stuff  it  up  your  arse... 

And  then  in  heaven  I  will  dwell,  I  will  dwell J 

God  damn  your  eyes!  )P- 

And  then  in  heaven  I  will  dwell  - 
What  a  fucking  awful  sell! 

All  the  molls  are  down  in  hell, 

God  damn  your  eyes  and  blast  your  soul 
in  blood ji  hell. 


cL-of>  £  yjAiad 


- 
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DRUltY  LANE.  Tune:  One  Man  and  His  Dog. 

Down  in  Drury  Lane 

There  are  naughty  women 

Who  will  give  you  what  you  want 

If  you've  got  a  shilling; 

Army  half-a-crown, 

Air  Force  half-a-guinea, 

Big  fat  men,  two  pound  ten, 

Little  boys  a  penny. 


Tune:  Tannenbaum. 


<he  working  class  can-ki^s  my  arae 

Thlt  f°V 

At  Lir??  ««y  kno*  - 

At  last  I'v^^that  foreman,8  jQb> 

I  DON'T  WANT  TO  JOIN  THE  AILXfy, 

Tune:  On  Sunday  I  walk  out  with  a 


vcn-^ 

soldier . 


Monday  I  touched  her  on  /the  ankle, 

Tuesday  I  touched  her  on  the  knew; 

Wednesday  was  success,  I  lifted  up  her  dress, 
Thursday  she  showed  me  her  blimey,  slimey! 
Friday  I  put  my  hand  upon  it, 

Saturday  she  gave  my  balls  a  twitch;  (tweak?) 

But  it  was  Sunday  after  supper 

That  I  rammed  the  damn  thing  up  her; 

Now  she  wants  it  seven  days  a  week! 


I  don't  want  to  join  the  Army, 

*  don't  want  to  go  to  war; 

d  rather  hang  around  Picadilly  on  the  ground, 
Ltvmg  off  the  earnings  of  a  high-born  Limey; 
Don't  want  to  take  it  up  the  arsehole , 

Don't  want  me  buttocks  shot  away ; 

You  can  take  me  bloomin'  mother, 

Me  sister  or  me  brother, 

But  for  God's  sake  don't  take  me! 


(  l/S  psffA  ■  /"K 


0&-^o3 


>r 

THE  NSW  PEOPIE'S  FTAfl.  Tune*-  Tannenbaum. 

The  people's  flag's  not  what  you  think. 

It  is  not  red  bjcb  dirty  pink; 

It  is  not  stained  with  martyrs'  blood 
$it  King's  Cross  Harlot's  menstrual  flood. 


Then  raise  that  stinking  flag  on  hio-h! 
Beneath  ita  folds  I'llbludj?  or  dif 


tm  a  ^  or  ai©e 

2rs.  tL  ££,£  ™’  pi“p3  >»•".  a 

poacners  on  my  preserves.  /y 


The  werkxng  class  can  kiss  my  arse, 
I  ve  got  a  b ludger's  job  at  last, 

™  mob  can  kiss  my  knob. 

At  last  I  ve  got  a  foreman’s  job. 


Q 


tan.  Ho  noro  IS11  have  to  pinp  and  crawl, 
xxsi  I  sit  around  and  do  fuck  all; 

I  wouldn't  leave  if  they  gave  me  bail: 

I  am  the  commandant  of  Long  Bay  Jail. 


OD-2sQ^\ 


liC  let  loose  a  fart,  blew  tfre  m-,'  = 

And  got  away  to  a  flyi  no-  Jta.r+  *  /  '  ^  W3de  apart» 

p.”  "W*  should  split 

And  while  he  squi*»me.  Jon  ,  ,  Peking  -real  knot, 

whi,e  !■/,„, ,r„3Je<ry„;, 


,  /  Said  Poor  I/Ut  le  Angeljae! 


,ju 


x  Tir:  KINGY}  i)ANG-D0n .  <Xc+  ^  ■ 

it,S  round  «nd.fatf-  C 

^and  round>  like  a  pussy-cat;  H 

That's  rti?  t^“^nn?heSP“t  rif  ‘  tir^"  -  " 

67  cali  the  ringy-;dang-doo.  :  R 

Now  she  took  me  down  into  the  cellar-  H 

And  she  told  mp  y «  ,  ieAlar»  S 

fe.  r  felie^  - 

Asd  she  let  me  play  with  her  ri^_^g_ioo .  .. 

Now  she  went  to  town  and  became  a  whore 

"’Three6  i  'm ?  hteis  iSign  above  her  door.;  ’ 

A™  she'll  H  i0m’  tw°  bits  "iu  <*«'  - 

And  she  1!  let  you  play  with  her  ringy-d,ng-d„o. 

Now  mother  dear,  don't  you  complain- 

Yon  Know  damn  well  you've  done  th*  l 

Prom  sweet  sixteen  to  se^-'tw^ 

You  let  them  play  with  yejr  r^ngy-dang-doo . 

oofL^^nrf^r:’ 0  ^  u  that? 

There’s  a  hoie‘  i^It^^iwht  th  n 

A  real  synthetic -ringa-ranga-ro””  thre»«h  - 
OO'^OC.  Ua  '*v  **t~  . 

tr;.^  --N  ^T' 

^t/trV4  LyvHA/ 

leas  ^  W<ri  / 


fioV-  <"•* 


^t/trVS 

^Ujr 


)  Ufrvv. 


A  volume  of  Trollope's 

A  jam  of  tacts  ?  - 

An  orchestra  of  strumpets  \ 

Tune:  Sam  Hall.  X 

0  name. is  Sydney  0rr,  s^a.y  0rr>  0od  dMui 

0  my  name  is  Sydney  Orr,  Sydney  „rr,  LTd^ur 

o  my  name  is  Sydney  Urr  eyes; 

And  I've  gone  and  fucked  a  whore  - 

That's  what  the  bitch  i q  fn.  n  j  , 

tCfl  13  for>  God  damn  her  eyes' 

Says  she  as  bold  as  brass... 

Do  I  scream  or  do  I  pass? 

She  can  kiss  ffly  royal  arse,  God  damn  her  eyes ' 

^hey  put  her  in  the  box...  ’ 

Drawing  diagrams  of  cocks; 

&tay  she  catch  her  death  of  rw, v  n  3 

*  Pox>  God  damn  her  eyes 1 

A„^tL"ad:  the  MtCU  tThan... 

Did  JJ!  J?w?0,S  aU  turne‘1  sreeu: 

7  hink  I  was  a  queen?  find  damn  their  eyes! 

-Sandy  Anderson. 


pr,J*4S*'  f^dthv  fj 

*JC  ^  7 

■*  r°J 
^.cmwju  a.  Cm*  -4- 

rLimetei o  Jlfaa  6D-aoG 


There  once  was  a  psychometrician  --v- 

Who  was  in  a  frustrating  position;  '  ■ 

His  function  was  curved 
And  no  effort  had  served 
To  accomplish  its  rectification. 

A  poet  named  Edna  Millay  • 

Determined  to  write  a  pillay; 

WBftt  assured  her  of  fame 

Was  the  dactylic  name  _  _ 

Of  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay.  LWHJ.-LAY J 

Though  possessed  of  poetical  vision 
She  assuredly  failed  of  her  mission, 

For  she  tried  to  produce 
In  a  meter  abstruse 
Add  this  made  her  a  pysthometrician. 

An  odd  old  sea  captain  from  Gloucester 
Made  love  to  an  old  feather  doucester; 

Mid  great  clouds  of  doucest 
In  a  voice  filled  with  loucest, 
ue  said  '.Now  we  sahll  see  who  $is  mouetster!’ 

There  was  a  young  physicist  named  Fisque, 

Who  was  termed  a  security  risque; 

For  acts  of  perversion 
Were  his  main  diversion, 

At  which  one  can  only  say  'Tisque'. 


UrAFfU  CK-T  BeS-tN 
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Limericks  learned  in  America: 


[1362-63} 


A  remarkable  tribe  are  the  Sweenies, 
Renowned  for  the  size  of  their  penes; 

With  the  hair  of  their  balls 
They  sweep  out  the  halls  - 
But  they  don't  mess  with  women,  the  meanies , 


There  was  a  young  girl  of  Buboys , 
Renowned  for  remarkable  poise; 

She  could  have  an  orgasm 
With  nary  a  spasm 
And  fart  without  making  a  noise. 

-  both  from  S.S. ,  Wisconsin. 

And  another  from  Australia: 


There  once  was  a  fellow  named  Bowes, 

Who  pleasured  himself  with  his  toes; 

This  trick  was  so  neat 
lie  grew  fond  of  his  feet 
And  christened  them  "Gertrude"  and  "Rose". 
y 

-  i?. J. ,  Perth;  same  for  Ambystwith, 


A  stalwart  young  man  from  Natal 
was  rooting  a  Hottentot  gal 
she  said  'you're  a  sluggard.'' 
he  told  her  'be  buggered  I 
I  like  to  fuck  slow,  and  I  shall) ' 


Abdul  who  came  from  Algiers 
Said  to  his  harem,  'My  dears, 

Though  you  may  think  it's  odd  o'  me, 

I've  given  up  sodomy, 

Tonight  there'll  be  fiuckinq '  -  loud  cheers, 
(courtesy  of  M.W.  and  his  father) 

(Mat) 


'0P-20<?' 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Nantucket 
Whose  cock  was  so  long  he  could  suck  It, 

He  said  with  a  grin, 

As  he  wiped  off  his  chin, 
t  If  my  ear  were  a  cunt  I  could  1 

There  eai  a  young  fellow  named  Claire 

Who  fuched  h^ft^e  onjhe  .t-r. 

At  the  ■  1  l  h!  ele)  ,.h)M  H 

The  stairway  broke  v  .  t  , 

And  his  gun  went  off  in  the  air.A^  ^  f 

ihe  episcopal  Bishop  of  Malta 
Laughed  as  he  shat  on  the  altar; 

With  infinite  malice 
"•  He  pissed  in  the  chalice  ' 

And wtossed  himself  off  on  the  psalter. 

There  wace  was  a  couple  named  Kelly 
Who  always  danced  belly  to  belly, 

For  once  in  their  haste 
They  used  library  paste 
Instead  of  petroleum 


*  S+Vc 

off.* 

fl*4  V'J 


There  was  a  young  man  jb£i SP^tf  McNever 
Who  had  intercourse  with  a  beaver; 

The  result  of  the  fuck 
Was  a  canvas-backed  duck, 

Ho  canoes  and  an  Irish  retriewr# 

There  was  a  youngSMa  from  Geneva 
Who  got  a  giraffe  to  conceive  her; 

The  result  of  the  fuck 
Was  a  longlegged  duck, 

^  horse  and  an  Irish  retriever. 

There  was  a  young  girl  from  Blackheath 
Who  pulled  foreskins  back  with  her  teeth; 

It  wasn't  for  money 
Or  anything  funny 

But  for  the  green  cheese  that  grew  underneath. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Nass  (Madras) 
Whose  balls  were  made  out  of  bsass; 

As  he  clanged  them  together 
He  played  Stormy  Weather, 

And  lightning  flashed  out  of  his  arse. 


00-2-0^ 


A  young  man  of  Westminster  Station 
Was  found  in  a  bad  situation 
Lying  prone  in  a  ditch 
Un  -  I  won’t  say  a  bitch, 

But  a  woman  of  bad  reputation* 

A  vessel  just  out  of  Newcastle 
Had  on  board  a  most  curious  parstle; 

On  arriving  in  Spain 
It  was  found  to  contain 
^brely  shit,  from  my  grandmother1 s  arstle* 

A  braggart  from  eastern  Far  Bockaway 
lept  a  whore  in  a  flat  just  a  blockaway; 
But  the  price  became  stiff 
As  he  contracted  sypto 
Which  is  eating  the  head  of  his  cockaway. 

There  once  was  a  lad  from  the  Mall 
Whose  penis  was  nothing  at  all; 

It  fit  only  keyholes 

And  little  girl’s  wee-holes, 

And  never  pleased  big  girls  at  all* 

The  girls  in  the  choir  at  old  Wicker 
Were  discussing  a  Bean  and  a  Vicar; 

The  latter,  they  said, 

When  they  had  him  in  bed, 
was  thicker  and  quicker  and  slicker. 

An  adventuresome  lass  from  Fenzan  oe 
Once  boarded  a  bus  in  a  trance; 

The  passengers  fucked  her, 

Likewise  the  conductor, 

And  the  driver  shot  off  in  his  pants. 

A  hopeful  young  girl  of  St  Paul 
Once  went  to  a  birth-control  ball; 

She  bought  all  the  devices 
At  exorbitant  prices, 

But  then  nobody  asked  her  at  all. 

(A  similar  girl  from  Penzance 
Went  along  to  the  very  same  dance; 

She  had  all  the  acessories, 

Douche  can  and  pessaries, 

£>ut  nobody  gavex  her  a  chance)  . 


qP-2.vO 


There  was  a  young  fellow  from  Crete 
Who  jerked  himself  off  in  the  street; 

A  chemist  named  Kelly  v/ 

Collected  the  jelly 
And  sold  it  as  extract  of  meat. 

There  was  a  young  fellow  from  Kings 
Who  dabbled  in  women  and  things, 

But  his  principal  joy 
Was  a  short-trousered  boy 
With  an  arsehole  like  jelly  ^on  springs. 

There  once  was  a  man  from  luifliili# i  Rock 
Who  tied  cello  strings  to  his  cock; 

When  he  had  an  erection 
fltK  played  a  election 
From  Johann  Sebastian  Bach. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  the  Equator 
Who  dissolved  both  his  balls  in  a  crater; 
He  titrated  this  * 

With  defii-normal  piss, 

Using  semen  as  indicator. 

There  was  a  young  man  Brom  Bttazil 
Who  swallowed  an  atomic  pill; 

They  found  his  arse 
At  Bulli  Pass 

And  his  scrotum  in  Broken  Hill. 

f  (  wJ  Y  r 

There  was  a  young  girl  from  Peru 
Who  said  as  the  Bishopw  withdrew: 

’The  Vicar  is  quicker 
And  slicker  and  thicker, 

And  nine  inches  longer  than  you.' 


Aax  ,  ,  aa  1  aai-aait/,  .  i  j_ 

T  .  ’  ,  .  (  <t,  ,  *6-  (ClC.ll  to 

In  China  they (never  eat  gk  chili, v  ,  , 

i he  last  verse  was  the  worst  verse 
So  sing  me  another  verse  ? 

And  waltz  me  around  again,  Willie]  )) 


There  was  a  young  girl  from  flevon 
Who  was  attakced  by  a  party  of  seven, 
Unorthodox  priests, 
fhe  lecdierous  beasts! 

For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven, 


/  Ok  kilVv  CO  > 
at  A  f  V  cU  i  c 

!  f  s  S  c  fit U-v 

f  i  '''Z  VI 
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Skinny  had  the  look  of  a  winner 

As  he  took  a  young  lddy  to  dinner;  < 

At  a  quarter  to  nine  A 

The$  sat  down  to  dine, 

At  a  quarter  to  ten  it  was  in  her. 

(Not  Skinner,  but  dinner; 

No  beginner  was  Skinner, 

For  he  was  in  her  before  dinner). 

A  simiiar  experience  had  Tupper 
Who  escorted  a  young  miss  to  supper; 

At  the  hour  of  nine 
They  sat  down  to  dine; 

At  the  hour  of  ten  it  was  up  her. 

(Not  /upper,  nor  supper,  but  once  again  Skinner 
who  is  irrepressible;  .  dinner, 

A  virtuous  maiden  from  Lilde 
For  a  decade  reamined  undefiled 
By  thinking  of  Jesus, 

Contagious  diseases, 

Aud  the  dangers  of  having  a  child. 

An  idle  young  girl  of  Peru 
Had  little  or  nothag  to  do; 

So  she  sat  on  the  stairs, 

And  counted  cunt  hairs  - 
Three  thousand,  nine  hundred,  and  two. 

A  young  buck  from  southern  Ilelameter 
ad  an  organ  of  temendious  diameter* 

But  it  wasn’t  the  size 
That  brought  moans  and  cries, 

Iwas  the  rhythm,  iambic  pentameter. 

A  frustrated  virgin  named  Pugh 
imce  dreamed  she  was  having  l  scrugh: 

Bepenting  her  sin 
She  awoke  with  chagrin 
At  finding  it  perfectly  true. 

llllt  7C:  WaS  a  teacher  ™med  (lull ikson 
lose  lectures  were  awfully  grulic  some : 

He  would  read  from  Clark  Hull; 

It  was  terribly  dull, 

And  he  never  allowed  any  foolicsome. 


OD--2^  2_ 


WenrtogbPdUn?+hidSet  na“ed  *****  Shaw 
Went  to  bed  with  a.  very  large  whore; 

And  -  God  rest  his  soul>- 

He  fell  into  her  hole. 

Screamed  twice,  and  was  heard  of  no  more. 

A  crosseyed  old  painter  named  Jeff 
Was  colour-blind,  palsied,  and  deaf; 

When  he  asked  to  be  touted 
T*e  critics  all  shouted 
This  is  art  with  a  capital  F»' 

There  was  a  young  bachelor  named  Art 
Who  once  struck  a  match  to  a  fart* 

The  result  was  quited  odd  - 
It  exploded,  by  tiod!- 
And  blew  poor  Art  all  apart. 

A  forttinate  lass  from  Detroit 
At  fucking  was  rather  adroit; 

She  could  squeeze  h,er  vagina 
To  a  pinpoint,  or  finer. 

Or  open  it  out,  like  a  quoit. 

A  vaudeville  star-  from  Chanute 
Discovered  three  warts  on  his  root; 

He  used  acid  on  these, 

„  „.So  that  now>  ¥hen  he  pees. 

He  fingers  his  root  like  a  flute. 

There  was  a  young  man  of  Dundee 
Who  went  on  a  hell  of  a  spree; 

He  would  up  the  clock 
With  the  head  of  his  cock 
And  screwed  his  young  wife  with  the  key. 

An  avid  young  lover  named  West 
Was  eating  his  girl  with  great  zest; 

Despite  all  her  hwwls 
He  sucked  out  her. bowels 
And  spat  them  out  on  her  chest. 

A  jester  whose  last  name  was  wall 
Unce  went  to  a  masquerade  ball* 

He  had  the  affront 
To  go  as  a  cunt, 

And  was  ha**  by  a  dog,  in  the  hall. 

±SUSJS±X£ 


From  the  league  of  Colonial  Dames 
Came  a  dame  who  was  fond*  of  odd  games; 

Setting  fire  to  the  front  \ 

Of  her  grandmother •  s^  cunt, 

She  laughed  as  she  pissed  through  the  flames. 

A  sportive  young  man  of  Madras 
Was  having  his  girl  on  the  grass 
When  the  midsummer  sun 
Took  a  hand  in  the  fun 
And  burned  all  the  skin  off  his  ass. 

A  £a£yewRo  came  from  Ki Harney 

Had  a  husband  whose  fiust  name  was  Barney. 

His  peter  was  sweeter 
To  her,  and  far  neqter , 

Than  the  tools  of  the  whole  Irish  army, 

A  very  young  lad  they  called  Cyril 
Was  had  in  the  woods  by  a  squirrel ; 

He  thought  it  so  good 
That  he  stayed  in  the  wood 
Just  as  long  as  the  squirrel  was  virile. 

From  a  spot  overlooking  the  bay 
Came  a  vision  from  heaven  one  day: 

A  fourteen-yard  cunt 
From  the  back  to  the  front, 

Stretched  out  in  an  acre  of  hay. 

I  wooed  a  stewed  nude  from  Bermuda, 

I  too  was  stewed  when  I  wooed  her; 

Since  it’s  rude  to  be  stwwed 
And  crude  to  be  nude, 

I  got  ruder  and  cruder  and  screwed  her. 

h  string  virtuoso  named  Locke 

Had  cello  strings  fixed  to  his  cock; 

With  every  erection 
He  played  a  election 
From  Johann  Sebastian  Bach. 

A  maiden  from  Avignon,  France, 

Thought  she'd  diddle,  a  while,  with  bonne  chance; 
So  she  let  herself  go 
For  an  hour  or  so 

And  now  all  her  sisters  sont  tantes. 
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Ascetic  Mahatma  Gandhi 

Once  tossed  down  a  snifter  of  brandhi; 

When  he  lifted  his  sheet 
To  wipe  of  his  cheek, 

The  barmaid  cried  out  ’What  a  dandhi ! ’ 

There  was  a  young  girl  of  Machias 
Whose  panties  were  cut  on  a  bias; 

She  opened  her  knees 
To  let  in  the  breeze 
And  also  the  boys,  once  or  twias. 

From  a  tomb,  in  a  crypt,  at  St  Giles 
Came  a  scream  that  was  heard  round  for  miles; 
f0  goodness  gracious!’ 

Said  brother  Ignatius, 

•I  foi^ot  that  his  .Worship  had  piles’. 

In  the  garden  of  Eden  sat  Adam 
Just  stroking  the  butt  of  his  madam; 

He  was  quaking  with  mirth, 

For  in  all  of  the  earth, 

There  were  only  two  balls,  and  he  had  ’em* 

I  dined  with  Lord  Hewing  Fi tz-nlewing 
Who  asked  ’Do  you  squirm  when  you’re  screwing?’ 
Said  I,  ’Simple  shagging, 

Without  any  wagging, 

Brings  extra  delight,  while  canoeing.’ 

A  heavenly  lass  of  old  Chichester 
Had  a  form  that  made  saints  in  their  nichester; 
Her  breasts,  in  their  satins, 

One  morning  at  matins, 

Made  the  Bishop  of  Chichester’ s  br ichester . 

A  brass-hat  Marine  at  La  Jolla 
Sought  a  Doctor  to  cure  para  nolia; 

Said  the  jjoc  ,  ’To  fix  clap, 

Penicillin's  a  snap, 

But  in  this  ease  I  can’t  do  much  foj/rla.’ 

From  the  ranks  of  the  army  of  Sparta 
Came  a  wonderfully  agile  young  farter; 

He  could  fart  anything 
From  God  Save  the  King 
To  Beethoven’s  Moonlight  Sonata.  < 


A  woman,  through  error,  I  hear, 

Douched  with  tannin  for  over  a  year; 

Her  vagina  is  finer 
With  its  peeble-grainer  liner 
Than  at  first  glance  the  thing  might  appear. 

There  once  was  a  maid  from  Madrid 
Who  thought  she  was  having  a  kid; 

So  she  held  back  her  water 
For  a  month  and  a  quarter 
And  drowBBd  the  poor  bastard,  she  d id . 

A  seaman  of  South  Madagascar 
Met  a  virgin  and  hastened  to  ask  her 
’Are  cherry  by  choice...?1 
But  the  sound  of  his  voice 
Became  garbled  by  fast-flying  plaster , 

A  gallant  young  ItoyaH  Marine 

Once  tried  to  far  ’God  Save  the  Queen’ ; 

When  he  reached  the  spprano 
Down  came  the  guano 

And  his  breeches  weren’t  fit  to  be  seen. 

A  habit  both  strange  and  bizarre 
Has  come  over  dear  old  papa; 

He  likes  to  take  camels 
And  other  large  mammals 
And  give  them  a  bang  ad  mama. 

An  Argentine  gaucho  named  Bruno 
Said  ’Of  buggering,  yes,  something  I  do  know; 
Whereas  women  are  fine , 

And  sheep  are  divine, 

Young  llamas  are  numero  uno ! ’ 

She  wasn’t  what  one  would  call  pretty, 

And  o6her  girls  offered  her  pity, 

So  that  no  one  had  guessed 
That  her  Wasserman  test 
Involved  half  the  young  men  in  the  city. 

A  lass  named  Veronica  Mapes 

Sported  ramaumB  the  size  of  small  grapes. 

She  started  to  scratch  'em 
In  high  hopes  she  might  hatch  ’em, 

But  all  that  remained  were  the  scrapes . 
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On  the  eve  of  a  wedding  at  Vista, 

Said  the  ma  of  the  bride  as  she  kista, 

'You’re  just  bound  to  have  fun 
With  this  young  man  you've  won, 

For  since  tea  he's  had  me  and  your  sista ' . 

There  was  an  old  matron  of  Worcester 
Who  dreamt  that  a  man  had  sedoccester; 

'Twas  only  a  dream 

But  she  woke  with  a  scream, 

For  a  bump  in  the  mattress  had  gorcester. 

A  man  from  a  farm  in  Moritz 
Once  planted  two  acres  of  tiz. 

They  came  up  in  the  Fall, 

Pink  nipples  and  all, 

And  he  lesiurely  chewed  them  to  bitz. 
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A  dapper  young  man  from  New  York 
Once  plugged  up  his  arse  with  a  cork; 

Said  he  with  a  smirk 

As  he  drove  home  from  work, 

'I  saved  it  to  eat  with  a  fork'. 

A  careless  old  man  of  Castine 
Stood  and  pissed  through  a  hole  in  a  screen; 
While  those  passers-by 
Who  were  hit  in  the  eye 

Shouted  'Why  don't  you  look  where  you're  peein4.!( 

There  was  a  young  lady  of  Spain 
Whose  face  was  exceedingly  plain 
But  her  cunt  had  a  pucker 
That  caused  men  to  fucker 
Not  once, bit  again  and  again. 

^  fair,  ripe  young  maiden  mimed  Lyn 
Had  her  parents  distraught  with  her  sin; 

They  plugged  up  her  crack 
With  a  pint  of  shellac, 

But  the  boys  picked  it  out  with  a  pin. 

A  borderline  homo  from  Claridge 

Was  sickened  by  all  thoughts  of  marriage; 

He  ravished  his  mother 
And  ten-year  old  brother 
And  devoured  his  sister's  miscarriage. 

A  frugal  young  man  of  Dakota 

Paid  a  prostitute  less  than  he  owed  ' er , 

So  with  great  savoir  faire 
She  jumped  on  a  chair 
And  pissed  in  his  whisky  and  soda. 

An  ardent  young  man  of  Montclair 
Endeavoured  to  screw  a  she-bear, 

But  the  virtuous  brute 
Tunned  and  bit  off  his  root, 

Leaving  nothing  save  bal pocks  and  hair. 

An  uhclean  old  maid  of  Parott 
Lived  mainly  on  vomit  and  snot; 

When  she  couldn't  find  these 
She  thrived  on  the  cheese 
That  she  pared  from  the  hair  of  her  twot. 
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Tbere..wa^;  at  ydunfg  *■  lady.  fromcWorceJster'-; 

Hho  thought  that  a  man^had  sedorcester 
When  looking  around ; 

She  finally  found 

It  was  only  the  bedpost  that  gorcester. 

There  was  a  yo  ung  girl  from  Azores 
Who  went  to  a  dance  without  gloves; 

Her  mum  said  ’Cecilia, 

If  you  let  they  ksxyx  boys  hold  your  hand 
They’ll  say  you’re  just  one  of  those  typists.’ 

Said  a  lady  named  Meg,  fI’d  consent 
To  roll  in  the  hay  with  a  gent, 

But  a  pitchfork,  ill  placed, 
x  Leaves  me  bruised  and  defaced, 

With  my  virtue  not  broken,  but  bent.’ 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Lisa 
An  open  city  that  asked  for  no  visa; 

This  red-headed  wench 
Was  known  on  a  bench 
As  the  leaning  Tower  of  Pisa. 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Sally 


There  was  a  young  lady  named  Guelph 
Who  was  wholly  wrapped  up  in  hersuejfcgfc; 

It  would  have  been  kinder 
To  try  to  unwinds  her, 

But  they  left  her  in  knots  on  the  shuelph 

Sir  Percival  Montague,  Baronet, 

Said,  ’I’ve  had  a  remarkable  staronet: 

The  sweet  lady  Cholmondeley, 

So  lissome  and  colmondeley , 

Does  nothing  but  giggle  and  faronet.’ 

A  youthful  Law  student  called 
Was  very  minute  in  re  sex. 

When  charged  with  exposure 
He  replied  with  composure 
•De  minimis  non  curat  lex’,. 

In  the  mountainous  regions  of  Eire 
Lives  a  maiden  who’s  long  been  the  bearer 
Of  a  belt  so  designed 
To  induce  peachw  of  mind 
And  frustration  immense  in  the  wearer. 


fS 

The  hair  on  her  head  didn't  tally. 

There  was  a  young  man  named  McLeon 
Was  having  a  fuck  in  a  crowd;  ~j  (f  . 

At  the  higjjht  of  his  fun  “whin, 
Someone  said  'I  smell  can'  - 
-Tust  like  that  -  not  very  loud. 
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A  practice  incredibly  vicious 

Caused  widespread  concern  in  Mautitius, 

For  the  natives  got  quicker 
At  eating  each  Vicar, 

Whilst  murmuring  'Bpy,  it’s  delicious!' 

A  dashing  young  man  from  Belgravia 
Cared  neither  for  God  nor  the  Saviour; 

Whilst  strolling  the  Strand 
With  his  bails  in  his  hand 
He  was  had  in,  for  indecent  behaviour. 

Food-faddy  Freddie,  from  Leeds, 

Subsisted,  quite  nicely,  on  seeds; 

Great  tussocks  of  grass 
Grew  out  of  his  ass, 

And  his  balls  were  all  covered  in  weeds. 

A  pimply  young  sophomore  at  Yale 
Hat  a  countenance  sickly  and  pale; 

Tis  said  masturbation  Was  his  ruination 
And  the  aause  was  the  high  price  of  t&ii* 
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There  was  a  young  monk  from  Siberia 
Whose  existence  grew  drearier  and  drearier; 
Till  one  night  with  a  yell 
He  burst  from  his  cell 
And  buggered  the  Father  Superior. 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Rabaul 
Who  had  faeces  empacted  in  bowel; 

He  tried  rhubarb  and  quills 
And  all  manner  of  pills 
Aid*  at  last  was  relieved  by  a  trowel. 

A  lesbian  lass  from  Kharthoum  -  ^ 

Once  too*  a  young  queen  to  her  room;  * 

As  she  turned  out  the  light  0  ?  7^ 

She  said  'Let's  get  this  right; 

Who  does  what,  and  with  which,  and  to  whom?' 

There^was  a  young  Scotsman  of  Clyi  e  .~LX  ~^—r 

Who  took  his  young  girlfrieddaaside ;  ...-Lot,  ^ 

'I’m  a  reckless  old  cock'  — 

Then  he  took  off  his  jock  — 

'You're  a  cockless  old  wreck',  she  replied. 


A  plumber  who  came  from  Trelea 
Was  plumbing  his  girl  by  the  sea; 

She  said  'Stop  your  pluhfoing, 
There's  somebody  coming'  - 
He  said,  'Yes,  stupid,  that's  me'. 


0,  that  was  a  chunderous  rhymil! 

Tell  us  another-y,  chund'rous  as  buggery 
Tell  us  another-^,  do!  f 


A  cinema  audiotirium 
is  not  just  a  visual  sensorium, 
But  a  highly  effectual 
Heterosexual 
Mutual  mastprbatorium. 


There  was  a  young  lady  of  Maine' 
Who  liked  a  bit  now  and  again, 
Not  once  but  again, 

And  again  and  again, 

And  again  and  again  and  again. 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Kemphiil 
Who  swallowed  an  atomic  pill; 

His  arsehole  exploded, 

His  balls  corroded, 

And  his  prick  ended  up  in  Brazil. 

There  was  a  young  man  named  Mulcahyy; 
Whose  foetus  had  gone  all  astrahey; 

His  prick  was  so  long 
It  stretched  to  Hong  Kong 
Where  a  communist  sucked  it  each  dahey. 

Here  w&sa  young  girl  of  Bombay 
Who  got  put  in  the  family  way 
By  the  mate  of  a  lugger, 

An  ignorant  bugger  - 
The  kind  who  spells  'cunt'  with  a  K. 


There  were  two  young  ladies  of  Birmingham, 
And  this  As  a  story  concerning  'em; 

They  lifted  the  frock 
And  tickeled  the  cock 
Of  the  Bishop  who  was  confirming  'em. 

(But  the  Bishop  was  no  April  fool,  f  ^ 
For  he  came  from  the  best  public#  school; 
As  he  finished  in  haste  t 
He  gave  both  a  taste  j  Aj  ^ 

Of  his  9"  episcppal  tool).  )  U 


There  was  a  young  girl  of  Montrose 

fclgxi!ift2§us . zones  in  her  toe8» 

Sne  remained  analistic 
Till  a  foot-fetishistic 
Young  man  became  one  of  her  beaux. 


There  was  a  young  priest  in  a  host'l 
Who  found  a  peculiar  fossil; 

Twas  long  and  twas  round, 

As  it  came  from  the  ground; 

'Twas  the  Peter  pf  Paul  the  Apostle. 

*0  hell!'  said  the  King  of  Siam, 

'For  women  1  don't  give  a  damn; 

There  are  some  think  it  odd  o'  me, 
That  I  prefer  sodomy; 

They  say  I'm  a  bugger;  I  am.' 


£)S>-Q.Z2_ 


There  was  a  young  lady  named  Britchen 
Who  was  scBtttching  her  cunt  in  the  kitchen; 
Her  father  said,  'Rose, 

It's  crabs,  I  suppose?* 

She  said,  'Yes,  Dad,  and  they're  itchin''. 


A  s til wart  young  man  from  Natal 
Was  rooting  a  Hottentot  gal; 

She  said  'You're  a  sluggard!* 

He  told  her,  'Be  buggered! 

I  like  to  fuck  slow,  and  I  shall!' 

Abdul  who  came  from  Algiers  (  TVs  <,*,<(  -0i  ^ 

Said  to  his  harem:  'My  dears,  Hi  l  -  -  • 

Though  you  may  think  it's  odd  6*  me 
I've  given  up  sodomy;  ’ 

Tonight';  there  Ml  be  tasking'  -  l„ud  cheer8, 

A  muscular  youth  from  Bondi 
Doing  push-ups  on  sand  soft  and  dry 
Was  annoyed.  by*  a  shput 
From  a  bystanding  lout: 

'Your  girl's  gone,  mate,  give  't  away!' 


IT:  ;/°"ng  “an  fr°”  Twickenham 
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mey  saixt  if  'If  you  choose 
To  spew  in  your  shoes, 

It'S  your  own  bloody  fault  if  y„„  stlck  in 


There  was  a  youhg  man  called  Peter 
ftho  had  algebraic  excreta; 

The  length  of  his  turd 
Was  a  third  of  a  surd 
Plus  the  root  of  cosA2sin0 .  C^hebj 

Pan  welodd  llymeitiwr  hi'n  bwrw, 
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Ac  yntau  ynghand  y  twrw, 
"Trueni",  ©b  ©f, 

W®P  tua'r  nef, 

Na  fydda’ir  glaw  yma  yn  gwrw”. 
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A  Hindu  I  met  in  Durban 
By  f fiend 8  wasconsidered  quite  urban 
Since  the  day  he  appeared 
With  his  prick  in  his  beard 
And  his  bal  Is  hanging  down  from  his  turban. 
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^  young'  man  who  hailA/i  p 
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HadeaCh^rrmJstffourra“red  LaVOry 

"ith  insidious  howls  UnSavoury* 

Whiik  he  keptT^  y°Ung  °Wls 
.  P  n  an  under«round  aviary 

A  Bosun*  a  mate  tkfd  J* 

The  idmiranyrmfr*’  “ut  °f  Spithead, 

C*1Jed  the  Commodore^up^aad"”^ ■ 

A  di3s„stin2  “P  lad  Sald  ’Pithead'. 

Had  an  intrigue  Patchogne 

one  time 

n  the  mid**  of  thei^  t 

So  that  now  £fahiS  *•»«. 

S  a  eunuch,  by  God! 

A  gal  whose  ancpqtnm 
Had  a  manner  V’,  Po1* 

At  a  masquerade °baH  ' 

And  bacLn:  nr!Mn f  «  AH, 

^  ^  f  ?lS  ft,  Pft  T*!/  n  y»  jJ 

earner  House  roll. 


The  sone  of  an  nu 
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Whose  morals  were  rn  +  h  •  a, 

“*  He  did  to  a  an:"1"  lnferi-i 
So  shouldn't  be  done, 

°  “  al,,J’d  *  «»ther  Superior. 

Tried  ormal ^dre 11  "T* 
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A  man  from  the  villaffe 
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Thei-e  was  a  young  monk  from  Siberia 
Whose  existence  grew  drearier  and  drearier: 
Till  one  night  with  a  yell 
lie  burst  from  his  cell 
And  buggered  the  Father  Superior. 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Rabaul 
Who  had  faeces  empacted  in  bowel; 

He  tried  rhubarb  and  quills 
And  a11  manner  of  pills 
AM*  at  last  was  relieved  by  a  trowel. 

A  lesbian  lass  from  Kharthoum  .  ^ 

Once  too*  a  young  queen  to  her  room; 

As  she  turned  out  the  light  0 

She  said  ’Let’s  get  this  right:  T7  TT*? 

Who  does  what,  and  with  which,  and  to  whoi?' 

There  was  a  young  Scotsman  of  Clyie  I  0  %  ...  t 

Who  took  his  young  girlfrieridaaside ;  ■'-L* ,  '* 

'I’m  a  reckless  old  cock’  — 

Then  he  took  off  his  jock  - 
'You’re  a  cockless  old  wreck’,  she  replied. 
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A  plumber  who  came  from  Trelea 
Was  plumbing  his  girl  by  the  sea; 

She  said  'Stop  your  plulnbing, 
There’s  somebody  coming*  - 
He  said,  'Yes,  stupid,  that’s  me'. 


0,  that  was  a  chunderous  rhymd ! 

Tell  us  another-y,  chund'rous  as  buggery. 
Tell  us  another- j:,  do! 


A  cinema  audiotitrium 
Is  not  just  a  visual  sensorium, 
But  a  highly  effectual 
Heterosexual 
Mutual  mastprbator ium. 


There  was  a  young  lady  of  Maine' 
Who  liked  a  bit  now  and  again, 
Not  once  but  again, 

And  again  and  again, 

And  again  and  again  and  again. 


OD'2.2_5 


There  was  a  young  man  from  Kemphiil 
Who  swallowed  an  atomic  pill; 

His  arsehole  exploded, 

His  balls  corroded. 

And  his  prick  ended  up  in  Brazil. 

There  was  a  young  man  named  Mulcahyy; 
Whose  foetus  had  gone  all  astrahey ; 

His  prick  was  so  long 
It  stretched  to  Hong  Kong 
Where  a  communist  sucked  it  each  dahey. 

Tlere  w&sa  young  girl  of  Bombay 
Who  got  put  in  the  family  way 
By  the  mate  of  a  lugger, 

An  ignorant  bugger  - 
The  kind  who  spells  'cunt'  with  a  K. 


There  were  two  young  ladies  of  Birmingham, 

And  this  &s  a  story  concerning  'em: 

They  lifted  the  frock 
And  tickmled  the  cock 
Of  the  Bishop  who  was  confirming  'em. 

(But  the  Bishop  was  no  April  fool, 

For  he  came  from  the  best  public®  school; 

As  he  finished  in  haste  j  ^ 

He  gave  both  a  taste  J  ^  ft.  kjtjU. 

Of  his  9"  episcppal  tool).  >  U  U~-j  bM 


mere  was  a  young  girl  of  Montrose 

£*$xiMfi§§us  zones  in  Her  toes; 
Snf  remained  analistic 
Till  a  foot-fetishhstic 
Young  man  became  one  of  her  beaux. 


There  was  a  young  priest  in  a  host'l 
Who  found  a  peculiar  fossil; 

Twas  long  and  twas  round, 

As  it  came  from  the  ground; 

'Twas  the  Peter  pf  Paul  the  Apostle. 

'0  hell!'  said  the  King  of  Siam, 

'For  women  1  don't  give  a  damn; 

There  are  some  think  it  odd  o'  me, 
That  I  prefer  sodomy; 

They  say  I'm  a  bugger;  I  am.' 
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Hast  gehdrt  von  der  Braut,  deren  Truhe 
Enthielt  .was  was  gab  ihr  kein’  Euhe? 

Woher  ich  nicht  weiss  (5^ 

Kam  dies  englischer  Scheiss, 

Und  darunter  die  Titel :  manure. 


While  having  tea  with  a  lady  at  Lea 
She  asked  ’Do  you  fart  when  you  pee?’ 

I  replied  with  such  wit 
’Do  you  belch  when  you  shit?’ 

And  considered  this  one  up  for  me* 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Rangoon 
Was  carried  up  in  a  typhoon. 

He  shot  on  the  stars, 

Fucked  Venus  (not  Marst) 
tod  buggered  the  man  in  the  moon. 

There  was  a  young  lady  from  Kew 
Who  filled  her  vagina  with  gluej 
She  said  with  a  grin 
’ If  they  pay  to  get  in, 

They  can  pay  to  get  out  again  too.* 

The  episcopal  bishop  of  Kings 
Had  his  mind  set  on  heavenly  things, 
But  his  heart  was  afire 
For  a  lad  in  the  choir 
Whose  arse  was  like  jelly  on  springs. 

A  loose-living  monk  from  Dundee 
Winced  as  he  stood  up  to  pee 
lie  said  'Pas  vobiscum; 

I  can't  make  the  pi scum ; 

Perhaps  I  have  C-L-A-P.’ 

There  was  a  she-giant  from  Iran 
Who  was  screwed  by  a  midget  for  fun 
The  poor  little  runt 
Was  engulfed  in  her  cunt 
And  was  reborn  the  twin  of  his  son. 

A  wanton  young  lady  from  Wirnbly 
Reporached  for  not  acting  quite  primly 
Answered  'Heavens  above, 

I  know  sex  isn't  love, 

But  it's  such  an  attractive  facsimile'. 

There  was  a  young  lady  from  Greene 
Who  g¥hw  go  abnormally  lean 
And  flat  and  compressed 
That  her  back  touched  her  chest 
And  sideways  she  couldn't  be  seen. 
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SixliSi  ein*  stlss*  M«tdel  das  fickte 
So  HAAfcig  d&ss  fast  sie  erstickte. 
Die  mttnnliche  Jugend 
Fand  das  eine  Tugend, 

Und  fickte's  sooft  sie's  erblickte. 

Es  war  ein»  Sttss*  Mlldel  das  fickte 
Sooft  wie  man  es  erblickte } 

Die  mttnnliche  Jugend 
Fand  das  eine  Tugend, 

Und  fickte’s  so  oft  es  erstickte. 

Isa  gab  eine  Magd,  derer  Mtttze 
*uf  dem  Kopf  hatte  gar  keine  Nilmtze; 
Daher,  zum  Ge branch, 

Si^  httngt'  sie  am  Bauch, 

Und  dabei  beschtttzte  die  Ftttze. 


Em  Mensch,  der  beliebt  War  bei  Huren, 
Brachte  sie  stets  auf  die  Fluren; 

Er  rasierte  das  Gras 
So  glatt  wie  ein  Glas, 

Und  dabei  verliess  keine  Spuren. 


Ein  ttltender  Mahn.,  dessen  Mast*. 

ISchwoll  wenn  er  fickte  mit  Hast, 

I  Schwor,  sieh  zu  halten; 

Er  fickte  nur  Alten, 

Si*xzm?x*Hix±  Einmal,  und  langsam,  mit  Rast. 

IEine  Stenographin  aus  Berlin 
eiste  auf  Kosten  nach  Wien; 

Sie  lttsst  sich  verftthren 
Sobald  die  Gebtlhren 
edeutend  abzufallen  schien. 


Ein  Wchtiger  Knabd,  dessen  Nase, 

Mit  ’nem  Papiergewicht , 

Aber  das  war  nur  eine  Phase. 
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A  serious  thought  for  tody  •/ 

Is  one  that  may  cause  dismay: 

Just  what  are  the  forces 
That  bring  little  horses 
If  all  of  the  big  ones  say  Nay? 

An  attractive  young  lady  named  Myrtle 
Had  quite  an  affair  with  a  turtle; 

What  is  more  phenomenal 
A  swelling  abdominal 
Showed  Myrtle  the  turtle  was  fertile. 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Twilling 
Who  went  to  the  dentist  for  filling 
Because  of  depravity 
He  filled  the  wrong  cavity 
Now  Twilling  is  missing  the  filling.  (?)' 

There  was  a  young  lass  from  Bryn  Mawr 
Who  committed  a  dreadful  faux  pas: 

She  looseded  a  stay 
In  her  decolleti 
Exposing  her  je  ne  sais  quoi. 

There  was  a  young  lady  froi*  Spain 
Who  demurely  deessed  on  the  train; 

An  eager  young  porter 
Did  more  than  he  ortey; 
she  promptly  cried  ’Do  it  again!' 

God's  plan  had  a  hopeful  beginning, 

But  man  spoiled  his  chances  by  dinning; 

We  trust  that  the  story 
Will  end  in  liod's  glory  - 
At  present  theother  side's  winning. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Dundee 
Who  was  fucking  an  ape  in  a  tree; 

The  results  were  most  horrid 
"“11  ass  and  no  forehead 
Six  balls  and  a  purple  goatee. 

There  was  a  young  man  named  Racine 
Who  invented  a  fucking  machine, 

Concave  and  convex, 

To  fit  any  sex  - 
But  o  what  a  bastard  to  clean! 
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THfifte  was  a  young  dago  named  Tony 
Whose  magnificent  prick  was  a  phony;  __ 

He’d  made  it  of  rubher, 

A  cork  and  some  blubber,  / 

Padded  out  with  some  old  macaroni.  I 

A  prottttuie  down  on  her  luck 
Was  musing  while  hunting  a  fuck: 

’The  birds  in  the  park 
Do  it  morn,  noon  and  dark  - 
I  wish  to  Christ  I  was  a  duck! • 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Maud 
Who  at  parties  just  never  was  bored; 

When  the  party  got  dead 
She*d  just  go  to  bed  - 
Lord,  how  that  bored  broad  Maud  whored! 

The  boys  urged  a  damsel  named  Lois 
'Let's  see  it!  Come  on,  girl,  now  show  us!’ 
When  at  last  she  complied 
'It's  a  baaat* ,  they  replied, 

'But  you're  not  quite  as  big  there  as  Flo  is.’ 

There  was  a  young  creature  named  Joy 
Who  in  the  presence  of  men  would  be  coy; 

An  intrepid  youth 
Discovered  the  turth 
That  Joy  was  not  coy,  but  a  boy! 

A  revivalist  preacher  named  Seth 
Preached  that  'The  Wages  of  Sin  is  Death'; 

But  a  girl  said  ’To  whore 
Keeps  the  wolf  from  the  door  - 
Your  talk  is  just  wasting  your  breath'. 

An  actress  who  once  had  a  past 
Was  finally  past  it  at  last; 

When  they  asked  'Did  you  scrape?' 

She  replied  'Like  an  ape! 

But  never  as  star,  just  as  cas>t.* 
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There  was  an  old  lady  named  Ruth 
Saw  something  nasty  in  the  woodshed  in  youth; 
It  must  have  been  male, 

To  judge  by  her  tale, 

Atad  the  leer  on  her  fact  told  the  truth. 

There  was  a  youngSwede  called  Roberta 
Who  got  a  young  surgeon  to  convert  her; 

Now  young  Rob 

Has  a  bircklayer's  job, 

But  his  periods  each  month  still  hurt  her. 

There  was  a  dumb  cutie  named  Nellie 
Was  raped  while  watching  the  telly; 

The  poor  girl  was  had 
While  engrossed  in  an  ad 
For  Durex's  vaginal  jelly. 

A  travelling  showman  called  Tex 
Had  a  structure  extremely  complex; 

A  prick  and  a  breast, 

A  cunt  and  a  chest 
Made  it  hard  to  determine  his  sex. 

The  wife  of  a  witty  old  Quaker 
Ran  off  to  the  West  Indies  with  a  baker 
'She  went  voluntarily* 

Said  the  husband  quite  merrily 
When  his  friends  all  asked  him  ’Jamaica?’ 

A  man  who  thought  it  effete 
To  eat  anything  else  but  raw  meat 
Refused  a  soft  kiss- 
With  a  'No  thank  you,  miss; 

I  need  all  of  my  strength  just  to  eat.' 

There  was  a  young  girl  from  Angoram 
Who'd  sleep  with  young  men  and  then  score  ’em; 
Ihn  in  a  night 
Was  rated  'All  right'  - 
But  thres  wasn't  even  a  quorum. 
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A  one-legged  soldie^r  named  Pape 

Was  almost  convicted  of  rape;  — > 

He  was  fully  acquitted 

When  the  lady  admitted  ( 

She  had  only  to  run  to  escape. 

There  was  a  young  farmer  named  Daniel 
Made  a  beast  of  himself  with  a  spaniel; 

He  said  to  the  bitch 
'I  don’t  know  what’s  whichi, 

But  if  your  arse  don’t  soon  ache  then  your  fanny'll’. 


There  was  an  old  roue  named  Leicester 
Whose  penis  had  started  to  fester; 

The  great  fiood  of  pus 
Turned  over  a  bus 

And  wrecked  the  night  train  down  from  Chester. 

A  young  man  about  town  from  Melbourne 
Insisted  to  all  he  was  well-born; 

He  outfucked  all  his  betters 
With  platinum  letters  - 
There  never  was  quite  such  a  swell  born!+ 

A  discouraged  surveyor  from  Adelaide 
Said  he'd  never  seen  any  town  madder  laid; 

The  streets  were  too  straight 
For  walking  a  date, 

Andwtg  at  none  of  the  windows  a  ladder  laidj 

There  was  a  young  lass  who  enjoyed 
..Reading  Havelock  Elliis  and  Freud, 

But  Kinsey  and  Chesser 
Did  only  depress  her 
Because  of  the  big  words  they  employed. 

l$ere  was  a  young  lady  named  Sue 
Was  ordered  to  bed  with  the  flu' ; 

When  she  came  out 
She  was  over  the  bout, 

But  98  men  had  it  too! 
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There  was  a  young  nun  with  a  past 
Who  confessed  all  her  sins  at  the  last. 

When  they  said  'Did  you  do  it?' 

She  said,  ’Yes,  but  I  rue  it  - 
I'm  past  all  that  now,  -  Damn  and  blast!' 

A  girl  overcome  with  remosse 
Confessed  she'd  been  fucked  by  a  horse; 

'It  would  have  been  fun, 

Except  for  the  run 

As  a  warm-up,  three  times  found  the  course.' 

A  Mason  extremely  intellectual 

Wrote  his  friends; ' Dear  Sirs,  we  expect  you  all 
At  out  next  general  meeting 
To  arrange  a  group  beating 
Of  all  those  wives  who've  henpecked  you  all', 

There  once  was  a  charming  old  maid 

Who  confessed  that  in  youth  she  had  played; 

'But  I  yielded  to  none 
Just  simply  for  fun  - 
I  always  made  sure  that  they  paidl( 

A  daring  young  pilot  named  Bader 
Lost  both  of  his  legs  in  a  raider; 

When  he  came  back,  his  wif  e 
Said  'Not  on  your  life'  - 
But  he  strapped  iartks  in  the  cockpit  and 

made  her. 

A  country  girl  short  of  a  lover 

Made  the  best  of  a  bad  job  with  a  plover; 

She  laid  in  his  nest  ~  i 
Three  eggs  of  the  best  -  ' 

But  was  shot  while  emerging  from  cover. 

There  was  a  young  teacher  named  Dove 
Who  got  lost  in  the  Tunnel  of  Love? 

They'd  never  have  found  her 
Except  for  the  bounder 
Who  was  spying  on  tuem  from  above! 
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A  vicious  old  vicar  named  Crumpet 

TsT  the  P6W  With  *  strumpet ;  > 

As  he  strode  down  the  nave  / 

And  7hat’8  how  1  beh^e,  \ 

(■But  Uke  ik  the"  \ 

(Hut,  of  course,'  he  added,  'I  don't  like  *„  a, 

my  own  trumpet'.)  n  t  llke  to  blow/ 

There  was  a  young  lady  of  Mrn(u, 

Whose*  tits  were  too  small  to  discenn  'em;  l 

She  made  up  for  this  lack  \ 

By  the  size  of  her  crack 

And  two  swollen  glands  on  her  sternum.  J 

There  was  an  old  nigger  named  Digger  / 

h°8e  tllggeT  hung  low  on  hia  figure: 

-..When  he  rubbed  it  with  vigour 

.  .  'Xt  Srew  bigger  and  bigger. 

And  bigger  and  BI^BR  and  BIGGER! 

There  was  a  poor  junker  from  Munich 
Who  was  born  an  incurable  ennuch;  , 

He  lamented  the  curse 
That  has  given  our  verse: 

He  had  nothing  at  all  'neath  his  tunic.  / 

«?®f®  confessed  a  young  maids:  ffom  the  coast 
She'd  been  had  by  the  Iloly  Ghost;  ’ 

The  priest  in  the  pew 
Said  humbly,  'Me  too; 

And  though  I'm  the  least,  he's  the  most! ' 

A  sorcerer  named  Aristotle 

Kept  seamen  corked  up  in  a  bottle; 

He  said  'I'm  no  queenie,  I 
Know  these  seamen  are  genii; 

If  I  let  one  escape  then  the  iatt  lot'll.' 


It  seems  that  all  our  perversions 
Were  knnwn  tb*  the  Medes  and  the  Persians, 
But  the  French  and  the  Yanks 
Earn  our  undying  thanks 
or  inventing  some  modernised  versions. 

Now  Lot  was  a  drunken  old  sot, 

A  bod  who  deserved  what  he  got! 

He  shot  and  he  shot 
On  his  wife's  salty  tvkot, 

Then  licked  the  hot  salt  off  the  spot! 
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There  was  a  young  girl  from  Marulan 
Who  said  to  her  boyfriend  'Quit  foolin; 

I  didn’t  mind  crotchin' 

When  I  wasn't  watchin' , 

But  I  won't  have  you  dipping  your  tool  in.' 

A  young  essayist  seeking  for  status 
Modelled  all  of  his  essays  on  Pater's; 

He  expired  as  wind. 

The  Devil  just  grinned, 

And  carriedhim  off  as  a  flgtus. 

The  vice  of  a  particular  brewer 
Was  to  live  in  a  cunicular  sewey 
He  made  all  his  beer 
From  the  scunge  he  found  here, 

Wkxshxlse  Stirred  with  his  peppendicular , 

squat  and  lenticular, 
hirsutely  follicular, 

extracurricular  skewer. 
A  postgraduate  medico's  thesis 
On  the  Hygienic  Removal  of  Faeces 
Was  put  to  good  use 
Upon  a  nail,  loose, 

In  a  shithouse,  injarsehole-sized/piedes . 

v  I  fWf.  4/-  ftny  ^  / 

You  can  guess  what  the  sultan  of  'lanadu 

Tried  to  make  the  lovely  Sultana  do; 

But  my  pen  won't  repeat 
The  place  she  in  her  heat 
Referred  him  in  a  most  forthright  manner  to. 

There  was  a  young  schoolboy  in  torment 
Because  he  could  not  work  out  what  'hoar* 

meant; 

He  blushed  a  birght  scarlet 
When  told  it  meant  'harlot'  - 
They  thought  he  had  asked  them  what  'whore'  m 

A  linguisticil ly-minded  young  Mexican 
l£ho  worked  on  a  Mazatec  lexicon 

Chokbd  on  a  sanguage  (7 

When  a  reviewer  in  Language  ft 

Showed  he  left  out  the  lexeme  for  'hexagon'. 

£  Lxptuockjj 
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There  wkh  a  ^ady  of  Cheshire 
Q  Who'll  take  on  the  boys  without  measure; 

But  though  it  is  nice 
There's  a  price  on  her  vice  - 
It's  pleasure  for  treasure,  not  leisure. 

A  .  „  w  .  , 

Tfrere  wa-s — jF-y&u n g  friar  ot  Markham 
Who '4  take  nuns  out  in  cars  and*  then  park  'em; 
When  taxed  with  this  sin 
He  rpplied  with  a  grin, 

'Cucullus  non  facit  monacum* . 

There  once  was  a  troop  of  Giil  Guides, 
lere  splitting  their  sides  to  be  brides; 
r\  When  they  encountered  some  scouts 

X  The  air  rang  with  their  shouts: 

'  *‘Tis  an  accident  that  Heaven  provides!'  _ 


& 
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A  windedrinking  girl  from  Seattle 
Was  addicted  to  sucking  off  cattle 
Till  a  bull  from  the  south 
Left  a  wad  in  her  mouth 
That  made  both  her  ovaries  rattle. 

The  sacrosanct  Bishop  of  Kings 
Had  his  mind  set  on  heavenly  things, 

But  his  heart  was  on  fire 
For  a  lad  in  the  choir 
With  an  arsehole  like  jelly  on  springs. 

A  lady  in  Munich,  for  Fasbhing 
Was  noted  for  wit  and  for  passion, 

They  claim  that  she  said 
As  she  joined  Jack  in  bed, 

'Here's  one  thing  those  bastards  can't  ration!' 

A  graceless  young  rip  of  Calcutta 
Once  tried  to  write  'Cunt'  on  a  shutter; 

He'd  got  the  C-U- 
When  a  pious  Hindu 

Knocked  him  arse  over  ear  in  the  gutter. 

A  sensuous  miss  from  East  Wheeling 
Awoke  with  a  very  strange  feeling; 

She  rolled  on  her  back 
And  tickiid  her  crack 
And  proceeded  to  bounce  to  the  ceiling. 
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A  lecherous  man  from  WO  PUCK  /No<ri-n„M 

Preferred  to  fti  'anfk ,  Va!dinsk) 

I  give  thanksk  for  the  f lanksk 

But  SWank8k  in  (Murmanhk) 

But  the  mmxk  m  Bi/iMck,  ohh  3o  h Vf, ,  na/ \ 

(oni  vonyat  -  well,  tiey tull 

An  exceptionally  considerate  Master 

Surrounded  his  arsehole  with  plaster; 

He  said,  'That's  right. 

It  feels  a  bit  tight, 

But  it  makes  all  my  boyfriends  come  faster'. 

There  was  an  old  harlot  named  Nellie 
Whose  vagina  was  frequently  smelly; 

Nevertheless 
Her  private  address 
Was  known  to  a  large  clientele. 

A  giraffe  who  lived  at  the  zoo 
-vent  out  on  a  spree  with  a  gnu; 

He  said,  'Let's  agree: 

The  highballs  are  on  me, 

But  the  rest  of  the  drinks  are  on  you'. 

who  used  Knnschen 

«.  ablution;  (3A\A</i,  iVfe-rn&f) 

She  said  'It  feels  queer  7  7 

To  have  cunt-diarrhoea, 

IAULi|iL*4i;refire  lneth“J  °f  douchin'  I  ' 

»pf0l^-bf0thel^h0re  from  the  Bosporus 
Hefurbished  her  fanny  with  phosphorous; 

She  said  'In  the  night 
It  glows  like  a  light, 

Andx  the  Byron  Club  boys  swim  across  for  us<( 

Said  he  as  he  proffered  the  Roquefort 
If  want  some  you  must  suck  my  cock  for  'f 
Said  she  'Cheese  is  nice,  t  ’ 

But  I  don’t  like  your  vice  - 
What  if  i  jUat  fift  yp  frock  for*  *t?* 

A  looseliving  nun  from  Canberra 
Confessed  to  the  priest  in  great  terror; 

Said  he  ’If  i**s  true 
You're  a  month  overdue, 

It  must  be  a  clerical  error! • 
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There  was  an  old  miser  named  Max 
Who  for  30  years  newer  paid  tax? 

They  wrote  him;  ‘Dear  Sir, 

You  were  wrong  to  defer; 

The  knife  takes “less  flesh  than  the  axe.' 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Nancy 
Who  fucked  whnnx  it  tickled  her  fancy 
She  mangged  to  score 
More  than  the  average  whore  - 
ijut  she  had  to  admit  it  was  chancy. 

'5-  ' 

There  was  a  young  bodgie  named  Godfrey 
’’'hen  tried  for  rape  got  off  scot-free; 
He'd  have  had  no  chance, 

Except  his  tight  pants 
Had  prevented  him  getting  his  cod  free. 

A  dirty  old  Taoist  named  Cli'ang 

Did  abominable  things  with  his  tongue; 

He  said  with  a  grin 

'But  they  won't  get  my  Yin; 

For  I'm  studying  ways  to  keep  Yang’. 


A  dirty  old  Taoist  named  Cli'ang  ^ 

Was  learned  in  matters  of  T'ang;'  'j 

He  said  (wiping  his  Ch'in)'  / 

'They  won't  get  me  Yin‘,  2 

For  I'm  studying  ways  to  keep  Yan£! !  0- 

l  j 

An  erotophile  named  Young 
"aid  '  This  author  ought-  to  be  hung! 

He's  followed  the  pattern 
Of  writing  in  Latin  - 
I  thought  French  was  the  vulgar  tongue ! ' 
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obiter  dicta  Handwritten  notes  (PP< 


134-141) . 


^  Camp  1956:  Blanche,  Savins,  Brock. 

7  and  8:  variants  of  this  clever  Parody,  particularly  in  versts 

8.  When  he  felttSSmethinqgpasst  thf . loag  even  stroke. 

when  he  felt  someethine^shnnJ^  hla  hairY  great  arse 
(Textual  corruPtion  surely?  ^  chp?n^S'hairy  cheroot, 
accurately  applied  to  a  penis^  Cher°0t  13  a  cigar,  and  would  be  more 

^supplLTbyW^  editor?S  b£.all>*™s  and  has  been 

With  stLzaY?;  per^Taaa,3^  2 '■  and  W  People 
The  Sstaveise  LC1"owrt:ne  C°UW  ••  eme"dati°"  »««  be  ' 

®r°ck-.  comparatrvely  few;  it  was  supplied  by  Warren 

“V^ean  war;  but  there  is  no 

even  very  old  people  know  it.  Y'  though  lt:  13  undoubtedly  old,  since 

Sam 

This  is  not  a  very  good  version  =,«=  T  n 

l  H Zl  °ne'  “*  n0t  be  “  actual  parSdy“CWar«rB?”k:  ^  tU“  iS 
ChariatfMil:ler'  "ith  lines  6SS  added  ^my  Camp. 

£harlotte_&_tbe  Nightwatchman 

th^t^?U^>b’:0^he^inentionPofaTexas^along^with:''MS  t  ^  '  Dating  - 

thJ  oJh&  2  ?°Uld  be  stanzas  of  an  independent^™  &  Pltt  ±S  °dd?  111  Seems 
the  others  have  been  added.  stanza  2  oives  Jh  ?g'  °r  stanzas  to  which 
chorus,  anyway.  gives  the  impression  of  being  a 

(Later  note  ca  no co.  n-p  TT 

is  the  Australia^  Teias  CfolklSris“oal?rf  \  F013  To,nmy  Payne>  •  Speewa* 
large  and  the  incredible) .  ^  speaking,  as  the  home  of  the 

Another  Toast- 

{;  5*",  “ : «»„. 

-»  :s  'x.^ussnu  s  ;L 

Here's  to  the  girl 

j  ^est-  1  her  sitting, 

I  fuck  her  standing,  and 

sL’sMiTn^,1:11  fuck  her  fiying 

I'll  dii\  11  fUCk  her  1y—g  and  when  "she's  dead 
The  Flick  Bnn„  11  319  hSr  UP  a"d  fuck  "«  *-  -tten.  dead 

S,!^baS?e^S?  ttrsSnam8  °Plni°n  that  tha  of 

P“---:whtbchthreeads 

advertising  jiggle,  which  runs  as  follows  ?auoifnafC°UrSe  their  familiar 

How  can  you  be  s uTe  C^l  9  ^  ? 

there  are  no  white-ants  in  your  floor 
borers  in  the  door  x  r 

silverfish  galore? 

C’*l  a  F1ic>™n,  there's  your  answer, 
one  Flick,  and  they're  gone. 


Obiter  Dicta  handwritten  notes  -  2 
RRR  Blues 


OD-242. 


(1962  note:  see  Oscar  Brand  for  best  version) 


.  - version; 

ThI  fSs?  6SllHsew^°rsSrt^a  tt  tTnS*T  unusual  f°r  the  -object. 
Martin  Temby.  The  line  after  'Kidnev'e  jo?0"' u^he  r«maln<5er  composed  by 

the  editor  from  'Midds  cons?Lt  breakina^  ha"  been  ch“^d  b/ 

standard  version.  king  .  there  may  be  more  of  the 

IfoQ  Road  to  Gundagai 

cSSspSLsLxLLfL  SeSonirtaSwr^rsf  o|ytS'orig^al!hlS  VSrSe 

L 1 1  in  1 0  An  cf  0 1 1  n  0 

except  for^thLline'^And  theLiahL?1  ' 1 1  the  version  comes  from  WB , 
was  Lid  to  WB  by  Le^dito?  S “  “de  his  prick  red  raw',  Lich 

Of  another  group.  Since  it  was  immedi  recollect^on  ofa  single  hearing 
has  more  than  doubtful  authority  Th^  ,y,aC!:epte?  him'  however,  it 
The  ramainder  of  the  sono  wL  sLolTia  S  w?uld  Possibly  help, 

in  singing  the  first  half  left  gaps  andLoaL13  JJltchcock>  However,  DH 
editor  was  on  his  guard  for^LlTi?  ??d  coalfs^ed  stanzas,  so  that  the 
to  run  the  words  together  as  DH  did1??  ffmalnder/  and  these  occur,  since 
of  the  stanza  aee  not  met'  There  are  th??m?S'  me^n|  that  the  requirements 
suggests:  ere  are  thus  3  9aPS for  which  the  editor 

2 ’  I?S  S±Ze  °f  his  Prick  aade  the  girl  feel  sick 

Th  3;  Jnf.got  awaY  to  a  flying. start 

beesu?g.  "Emendft^?  woSd^ever^e  '  bUt  Can 

here,  though  it  does  reach  some  sort  of  concSsLn  nDt  end 

Mobil 

hereT^The  ^Sh^hS;^ 1  ^et^J^probabl^  are.mo^  verses  than  included 
tailpiece  of  ’she  has  a  e  Pr°kat>dY  originally  distinct.  The 

reasonably  often  found  in  this  type  of  song^cf6  \wee?  v^?  ?f  prBrlenoe 

Sh^eLLruf  ST?i  1 

in  thepfollowin^possible^and^co^on,  endLo  I  SoSS  f  "e  566 

And  the  whole  fuckin'  issue  was  covered  in 
Sweet  Violets f 
Sweeter  than  the  roses. 

Covered  all  over  from  head  to  toe, 

C-OV0r0d  all  ov0r  in  SHITX|  1  ^ 

S^nir3eifdoSb??ul-StSeVL^e^SS  ?  CUrl°US  liberary  touch. 

verses.  ‘fUl'  the  rhyme  18  als°  n°t  good.  There  must  be  many  more 

Antonio's  Song 

The  only  variants  seem  to  come  in  the  lin^  *Tfoa<=o  -i +- 

give  some  more’,  which  often  appeals?  as  '  squeeze  it,  make  it 

Bash  it,  crash  it  ^ 


Ram  it,  gam  it 
Tease  it,  squeeze  it 


)  jam  it  in  the  door. 


Silver  Threads  among  the  gold, 

capillary?,  Letails ^re'conf us ing°UrshouldL^?  <°r 

(Note  1962:  Cf.  Reeves:  The  JdiSm'of  Le  People3 L  M?'  ? 


Obiter  Dicta  —handwritten  notes 


3 


OD-2^3 
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4J  & 


The  original  is  required  to  see  how  the  parody  is  done.  Confusion 
naturally  is  frequent,  and  the  order  of  ths  verses  and  t-e  tag  lines  are 
here  systematised  in  a  way  that  does  not  come  from  any  one  person. 

Even  so,  the  duplication  of  the  first  lines  of  1  and  3  is  not  good. 

Penfriends 

Some  variants,  but  insignificant  or  due  to  confusion.  Originally  formed 
part  of  a  narrative. 

Ar  s  o 1 e - Char co a 1 

-  U 

/A  glass  of  beer  is  drunk"  at  each  verse,  and  the  drinker  is  expected  to 
\  have  finished  it  by  the  time  he  has  marched  around  chanting  the  verse. 

\  Ted  Brennan . 

The  Finest  Family 

An  excellent  parody,  considering  the  difficult  stanza  scheme.  An 

English  origin  is  almost  certain,  particularly  when  Windiaxiax  Windsor 
Castle  can  be  occasionally,  though  very  rarely  from  Australians, 

Tbe  heard)  as  Elephant  and  Castle,  Lines  8-9  of  the  first  verse  are 
uncertain  in  this  form.  The  song  finishes  on  an  unusual  note, and 
there  may  be  more  verses.  This  version  mainly  from  Lloyd  Williams. 

Charlotte  the  harlot 

A  parody  of  The  Dying  Stockman ,'  wh^ch  itself  has  a  long  history.  This 
version  (RL)  may  not  be  a  good  one, ..and  there  are  certainly  more  verses. 
The  Ramskull  Chapboook  on  The  Dying  Stockman  may  contain  further 
inf  emulation. 

1  ■  "  ■ 

The  Very  Best  Companies 

/  All  but  the  last  two  stanzas  can  be  found  in  any  University  songbook, 
with  some  slight  variations  in  the  wording.  It  is  strange  that  the 
\  last  two  stanzas  are  the  only  b ;vp©  '^unprintable^  verseions  which  have 
attached  themselves  to  this  song. 


King’s  Cross  Harlots1  Ball 

First  verse  from  Malcolm  Bailey.  There  are  more  verses, 
parody  words  are  rather  futile. 


Some  of  the 


Drury  Lane 

Col,  from  per  Anne  Waly,  Probably  English.  Eventually  from  Sandy. 

.  \"  ’  ; 

The  Ball  at  Kerry  Moor 

A  study  of  the  original  might  throw  some  light  on  this  fine  song.  Few 
singers  know  the  full  16  verses  given  here.  There  is  often  confusion 
in  the  rather  similar  verses^  2,  4,  5?  there  is  however  little  other 
textual  variation.  Stanza  9  probably  owes  its.  now  almost  nniversal  -n 
’mousetrap*'  to  the  cartoon  of  the  Open  day  OPUS  (note  19i72 ;  journal  1 
of  Newcaifele  University,  (College)  1955;  some  singers  still  sing  *and  J, 
thorns  around  her  cunt*,  but  they  are  dying  outf  at  least  among  \ 

Newcastle  Students.  Stanzas  14  &  15  are  very  similar,  and  the  latter 
should  probably  be  omitted. 

The  varying  choruses  have  been  systematised  here,  The  first  chorus 
is  universal;  the  second  and  fourth  are  inventions  of  the  editor;  the  i 
third  is  usually  attached  only  to  the  £  ’farmer’s  daughter’  (sometime^ 
the  ’vicar’s  daughter’)  or  to  the  ’village  harlot*.  J 

The  verse  about  the  village  postman  was  supplied  by  Don  Aitken  in  j 
Canberra .  \L 

Note  1979:  The  carbbon  referred  to,  in  the  student  newspaper,  showed 
giman  with  a  mousetrap  on  his  fingers f  whikking  his  hand  from  under  a 

girl*?  dress  with  the  consent  *Wh.at  a  hell  of  a  place  to  put  a 
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FRAGMENTS  AND  ADDITIONAL  MATERIAL  (first  typed  up 

^cniD  -  MA'&Vtf  fSfaxsi^  c>yt\\jo} 

THE  GAY  CABALLERO 


1979) 


7 


(Tune:  Cielibto  Lijpjier?:/  dr  something  similar) 


There  once  was  a  gay  caballero,  an  extremely  gay  Caballero 
and  of  course  he  had  a  roto-mari,  a  beautiful  roto-mario . 


He  went  to  a  low-down  casino,  an  extremely  low-down  casino, 
and  of  course  he  took  his  rhto-mari r  his  roto,  roto-mario. 


He  caught  a  filthy  diseaso,  an  extremely  filthy  diseaso, 
slap-hang  on  the  tip  of  his  roto-mari,  his  roto,  roto-mario. 

He  went  to  a  learned  doctrano,  an  extremely  learned  doctrano , 
who  amputated  his  roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario. 


He  skit  sits  bya  swift-flowing  rio,  an  extremely  swift-flowing  rio, 
lamenting  the  loss  of  his  roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario. 


Now  listen  you  filthy  back-streeters ,  i 
and  you  don't  want  the  pox,  shove  socks 
of  your  KBfaxia  roto,  roto-marios. 


f  ?ou  want  to  go  —  senoritas , 
on  the  tops  D^kT] 


Tune:  Habanera  (from  ’Carmen) 

When  you're  up  her  you  will  shoot  your  bolt 
And  you  will  shoot  it  with  a  hell  of  a  jolt 
The  sperms  mix  in  with  the  hairs  round  her  cunt 
You  can  do  it  in  a  boat  or  in  a  puntJ 

a5°Vfi  +  Lflliara  versions ,  +  Roll  your  leg  over,  from  MW,  Canberra 
lybl;  eoycc  Roll  your  leg  over  from  Oscar  Brand  record) 

FOUR  OLD  WHORES  (ML:  Newcastle,  Canberra) 

Four  old  whores  sat  talking,  as  they  sat  down  to  dine, 

Each  unto  the  others  said  'none  is  bigger  than  mine. 

So  bend  to  the  sheets ,  my  hearties , 
and  water  the  decks  with  brine, 

So  bend  to  the  oars  you  lousy  whores 
none  is  bigger  than  mine, 

'You're  a  liar'  cried  the  first  old  whore, 

'Mine's  as  big  as  the  air;  ,, 

The  ships  go  in  the  ships  go  out, 
and  never  tickle  a  hair', 

'YQu're  a  liar'  cried  the, second  old  whore, 

'mine's  as  big  as  the  sea; 

the  ships  go  in,  the  ships  go  out,,. 

and  they're  never  a  trouble  to  me'-.  (/with  all  their  rigging  free). 

'You're  a  liar'  cried  the  third  old  whore, 

'mine's  as  big  as  the  moon; 
the  ships  go  in  in  January, 
and  never  get  out  till  June1. 

'You're  a  liar',  cried  the  fourth  old  whore, 

'mine's  the  biggest  of  all; 
the  ships  go  in  in  January 
and  never  get  out  at  all',' 


Additional  -  2 


THE  BASTARD  KIND  OF  ENGLAND  (ML,  Newcaslte  &  Canberra,  ca .  1901  ) 

0  the  minstrels  sing  of  an  English  kin§ 
a  thousand  years  ago 

He  ruled  the  land  with  an  iron  hand, 
but  his  mind  was  weak  and  ilow 
He  was  awfully  fond  of  hunting  the  stag 
throughout  the  royal  wood 

He  was  equally  fond  of  shagging  the  queen 
and  pulling  the  royal  pud. 

His  balls  were  warty  and  covered  in  fleas 

His  dong  hung  down  below  his  knees 

So  Saad  God  save  the  Bastard  King  of  England J 

The  Queen  of  Spain  was  a  merry  dame 
and  the  soul  of  lechery 
She  long  to  fool  with  the  royal  tool 
of  the  king  across  the  sea. 

So  she  sent  a  special  message 
by  a  special  messenger 
inviting  the  King  of  England 
to  spend  a  week  with  her. 

The  King  of  France  he  shat  his  pants, 
and  vomited  on  the  f (boor ; 
he  swore  that  he  was  jealous, 
and  he  sent  for  the  royal  whore, 

ShK  He  sent  the  Duke  of  Surfings  Suffering  Sap 

to  give  the  Queen  a  dose  of  the  clap 

just  to  spite  the  Bastard  King  of  England. 

When  news  of  this  fould  deed 
had  reached  old  England's  shore 
the  King,  he  swore  by  the  crown  he  wore 
he'd  have  the  Frenchman's  balls. 

He  offered  a  thousand  crowns 
and  a  crack  at  the  fair  Hortense 
to  any  fool  who'd  take  his  tool 
and  nut  the  King  of  France. 

The  Duke  of  Southampton  saddled  his  horse 

add  galloped  away  to  France; 
he  swore  he  was  a  poofter 
so  the  King  pulled  down  his  pants, 
le  whipped  a  thong  round  the  Frenchman's  dong, 
straddled  his  horse  and  galloped  along 
back  to  the  Bastard  King  of  England, 

When  the  ride  was  over  the  people/gasped  in  sax  awe, 
for  during  the  ride  fair  France's  pride 

had  stretched  to  a  yard  or  more. 

The  King  of  Rsmss  France  sits  on  his  throne 
his  scepte  is  the  royal  bone 

with  which  he  beats  the  Bastard  King  of  England. 
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THE  ESKIMO'S  DEATH  KNELL  - L«y^  U c. 

The  Eskimo  clan  had  come  to  a  man 
To  pay  their  last  respects 
And  hold  a  wake  for  an  Arctic  rake  - 
The  Prince  of  Eskimo  sex! 

For  brought  so  low  was  Ttnmahawk  Joe, 

Once  the  pride  of  the  logging  huts; 

Now,  out  of  breath  and  close  to  death, 

He  lay  with  a  pain  in  his  guts. 

And  by  his  side  was  his  erstwhile  bride 
Who  stood  by,  firm  as  a  rock; 

For  forty  years  she  had  shared  his  fears, 

His  hdpes ,  his  joys,  and  his  cock. 

Forty  years  or  more  this  pensioned  whore 
Had  performed  her  duties  well; 

Though  now  Mrs.  Joe,  those  in  the  know 
StilJ  called  her  Eskimo  Nell. 

ButDtihe  had  played  on  the  Eskimo  maid 
Its- usual  cruel  tricks; 

Vou'd  hardly  know  that  Arctic  pro, 

The  toast  of  a  thousand  pricks! 

.  ft 

Her  once-blod  hair  was  thin  and  spare, 

And  white  as  a  Pol ar  mink; 

Her  toothless  gums,  like  weasels1 
Emitted  a  fearful  stink; 

Her  once-proud  norks  were  thin  as 
And  hung  like  f  d>ou  r- b a g s  ; 

Her  rump  was  spare,  add  sparse  of 
And  spotted  about  with  dags; 

And  that  lovely  quim,  like  the  canyon  1 s  rim, 

Was  shrunk  to  a  twisted  cone. 

In  short,  ^u^  Nell  was  shot  to  hell, 

A  knock-kneed,  withered^  crone. 

In  similar  state  was  her  lifeti me  mate, 

A  withered  old  bag  of  skin; 

But  his  dying  cramps,  in  the  whale-oil  lamps, 
Still  gave  rise  to  an  evil  grin. 

i0  The  Eskimo  crowd,  to  do  him  proud, 

V  Were  stand-fng  silent  around, 

Wften  the  sick  man$  sttrred  and  uttered  a  word, 
With  a  kind  of  wheezing  sound. 

But  the  word  was  soft  as  he  wheezed  and  coughed, 
And  none  might  know  what  he  meant; 

So  they  bent  down  low  to  Tomahawk  Joe, 

For  his  will  and  testament! 

Each  strained  4=k4-s  ear  to  try  and  hear; 

They  turned  his  face  to  the  front; 

And  sat  last  they  heard  that  whispered  word, 

-  A  ferocious,  squeezed-out  ‘CUNT11. 

‘CUNT1  he  said,  and  his  eyes  went  red, 

And  his  breath  came  thick  and  fast, 

And  his  weakened  brain,  like  an  emptying  drain, 
Rushed  back  to  events  of  the  past. 


bums, 

forks,  frvorks, 
hair, 
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L:~  . . .  ‘  Lincnj  or  cne  oays  or  nre  yotTtrr 

The  good  times  and  the  bad.  ’ 

And  a  twitch  of  the  crutch  (it  wasn't  much) 

Showed  he  thought  of  the  fucks  he  (±CS'd  had. 

From  his  withered  lips  came  blotchy  drips 
As  he  dribbled  in  lecherous  glee, 

As  he  c a-s  t  back  his  mind  to  each  lustful  grind 
And  dwelt  on  it  length M y.  "  ’ 


C5D-2.4& 


But  most  of  all,  he  tried  to  recall 
That  great  night,  long  ago, 

When  he'd  earned  his  fame,  and  his  very  name, 
When  they  n-i-c-k  n  a  me  d  h  i  m  T  oma  haw  k  Joe 

0  a  wondrous  sight  is  the  Polar  night 
By  the  light  of  the  hazy  moon! 

But  Tomahawk  Joe  couldn't  see  for  snow 
Aax  he  left  Yukon  Jake's  saloon. 


> 


(He  says  it 
Will  recall 
We  !  d  been 


was  snow, but  those 
a  thing  or  two ; 
swilling  rum  with  Rattlesnake 
Sam- McGee,  and  Da,n  McGrew. 


in  the  k  n ow 


Bum, 


He  was 
And 
But  that 
WAs  a  1 


b  1 


ind  as  a  bat  as  he  tripped 
staggered  into  the  street; 

|ye,  hanging  down  hi 
■€  ragiing  heat  .  ) 


iv^l" 


other 


on  the  mat 


s  thigh 


< 
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Though  his  eyes  were  dim,  his  search  for  quim 
Drove  him  on  with  relentless  force; 

And,  hard  as  a  rock,  his  pointing  cock 
Steered  an  unerring  course. 

Now  this  was  the  time  -  well  known  inxfthyme  - 
Of  Eskimo  Nell's  greats  trick, 

When  that  Yukon  bawd  had  been  thoroughly  floored 
By  the  southerner,  Deadwood  Dick. 


D  He  ? 


/ 


To  re-tell  that  tale  would  be  somewhat  stale 
And  not  come  up  to  scratch; . 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  that  very  same  day 
Eskimo  Nell  had  met  her  match. 

As  she  left  the  saloon  in  a  sort  of  sisoon 

And  a  rosy  glow  in  her  brea&tt 

Who  should  -she  see  but  that  randy  Cree, 

With  his  prick  pointing  no r- no r-wes t ! 

He  did  not  choose  to  be  introduced  - 
Such  ass  ffW  the  Arctic  way* ; 

With  an  I n j un  yell  he  fell  on  Nell 
And  started  to  pound  away. 

There  was  no  eseppe,  so,  resigned  to  rape, 
Nell  dropped  her  fur-lined  drawers,  ’  ' 

And  Tomahawk  Joe  dropped  her  flat  in  the  snow 
In  accordance  with  Arctic  laws. 

(For  Arctic  law  here  is  crystal  clear, 

So  you  may  know  what's  what; 

It  says  if  you  m  e  a  a  X  a  woman  on  heat 
You  must  fuck  her  on  the  spot). 


( i— vvh  .  </C\ 
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Now  you  must  know  that  Tomahawk  Joe 
Had  a  weapon  of  prodigious  size; 

And  try  as  he  might,  he  couldn't  that  night 
Get  it  between  Nellis  broad  thiahs 


Now  a  standing  cock,  when  it  meets  a  block, 
Whatever  the  cause  may  be  - 
A  maidenhead,  or  a  tampon,  red, 

6r  a  hung-up,  uptight  s' he, 

* 

Or  a  hole  too  small,  or  not  there  at  all, 

Or  a  sewed-up,  glued-up  cunt, 

Or  (as  here)  a  prick  that  was  much  too  thick  - 
Can  be  said  to  meet  an  affront. 

Now  Tomahawk  Joe  was  a  little  bit  slow 
When  it  came  to  things  of  the  wxx  brain 
But  in  the  heat  of  a  grind  his  cretin's  mind 
Ran  as  fast  as  a  stormwater  drain. 


He  did  not  wait  to  meditate. 
Philosophise,  dream,  or  muse, 

Nor  speak  nor  talk;  his  tomahawk 
Seemed  the  only  thing  to  use. 

For  Joe  was  a  whiz  with  that  axe  of  his 
And  at  forty  paces  or  more 
He  could  shave  the  hair  off  a  polar  bear 
Or  pin  a  gaat  to  the  door. 


Yes,  his  tomahawk  grim  was  part  of  him, 

And  had  g.iven  him  his  name; 

Not  a  man  in  the  North  butxknaM  a^xxXxxwisxxh*  respected 
And  knew  of  its  owner's  fame. 

S®xhsxxwM«g 

So  without  more  ado  his  axe  he  drew, 

And  swung  it  around  for  luck, 

Then  made  two  chops  at  poor  Nell's  box 
That  denied  him  the  right  to  a  fuck. 

In  using  that  tool  Joe  was  no  fool; 

It  was  never  hit-or  miss, 

And  those  two  swift  whacks  of  his  flint-^oned  axe 
Excisedherclitoris! 

In  a  moment  more  he  was  in  the  whore 
And  grinding  fit  to  burst 

Nell,  in  a  dream,  could  only  scream 

A  s  ;?Jr£  T~f'  i~t  He  r~e  her  T-t-p-s-t-, _ 

n~  th< $  r/wf  ^>£vt(F  Fitter* 

Some  seconds  passed  (for  Joe  was  fast) 

It  was  the  North  that  made  him  so), 

Then  he  shot  his  bolt  with  a  mighty  jolt 
And  passed  out  in  the  snow. 


But  Nell  lay  back  on  the  icy  track 
With  her  brown  eyes  open  wide, 

As  it  came  to  h^r  mind  this  violent  grind 
Had  left  her  satisfied. 

Never  befofe  Xh  had  that  pretty  whore 
Attained  this  degree  of  bliss; 

And  she  could  see  the  reason  mast  be 
The  loss  of  her  cliteris. 

'That  button  of  mine  was  out  of  line, 

And  needed  a  bit  of  trim; 

Now  I've  met  a  hie  that  can  satisfy  me,' 

I  think  I'll  marry  him!' 

Of*  m/WY  <Ck.  fyCrJ) 

i  ve  been  fucked',  she  said,  'upon  a  bed, 
Against  a  wall,  and  in  the  snow, 

By  a  thousand  men,  and  a  girl  now  and  then, 

But  msKta-s  enr&jd^a  s  Tomahawk  Joe!' 
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its  worth, 
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'I've  been  fucked,  I  say,  by  the  OjibwaV, 

By  the  J@w  and  the  Heathen  Chinee- 

By  the  Crow  and  the  Fox,  by  a  thousand  cocks 

And  now  by  a  randy  Creel'  ’ 


In  my  girlish  way  I  thought  that  they 
Wore  all  of  them  much  the  same; 

But  1  didn't  know  that  Tomahawk  Joe 
Had  more  than  an  axe  to  his  name'. 

So  she  lay  in  the  snow  in  a  sizzling  glow 
That  molted  the  tundrt*  icef 

And  thought  of  a  home  (a  garden  with  gnomes) 

As  a  change  from  her  life  of  vico. 

She  was  feeling  sore,  but  every' whore 
Can  thunk  of  a  trick  or  two 
To  ease  the  pain  ofjfcut  or  sprain, 

vo r“a^txv'0'--sor^a_w_..  /i Or  make  a  cunt  like  new^ 

She  rubbed  her  slit  with  tobacco  spit, 

By  chewing  an  old  cheroot 

(An  Eskimo  cure  that  is  swift  and  sure, 

And  convenient,  to  boo^x)  . 

Now  it  came  to  pastas  she  lay  on  the  grass 
That  peeped  thru  the  melting  slush 
That  Pastor  Birch  of  the  Baptist  Church 
Sledded  up  with  a  pious  ’Mush!' 

(fie  was  heading  home  from  a  night  in  Nome, 

At  the  Baptist  temple  there, 

Where  the  night  was  spent  in  innocent. 

Devout,  and  holy  prayer). 

Now  Pastor  Birch  of  the  Baptist  Church 
Was  a  man  upright  and  true; 

Be  refused  each  6lice  from  the  cake  of  vice, 

As  the  godly  are  wont  to  do.  * 

He  did  not  smoke,  or  crack  a  joke, 

Or  play  at  cards  or  dice; 

his  only  lays  were  hymns  in  praise 

Of  the  Lord  of  Paredise. 

He  shunned  the  rum,  he  shunned  the  bum. 

He  spurned  the  tempting  quim; 

The  wicked  and  lewd,  the  drunk  and  rude, 

They  had  no  charms  for  him.  ^(?His  life . a-,E 

So  you  may  believe  he  was  greatly  grieved 
By  the  signt  that  met  his  eyas: 

Jh  Eskimo  squaw  who  was  stripped  half  raw 
V<ith  luscious,  tempting  thighg. 

And  by  her  side  (and  still  pie-eyed) 

A  Gfearin^  Tomsbawk  Joe, 

With  his  thick  squat  cock  (like  a  chopping  block) 
Turning  blue  in  the  mounting  snow. 

(How  different  the  scene  from  where  he'd  been 
At  the  Baptist  Temple  Hall',  ’ 

the  ladies  -think  ihsi  cherry  cheer's  a  drink, 
And  just  never  sore*  at  all.) 

With  ;on<  swift  glance  he  observed  that  pants 
’lacking  upon  the  Cree , 

Andyhll  as  well,;  80  could  tell 
There 'd  been  some  fiddle-de-dee. 
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He  saw  the  blood,  the  com*,  the  crud, 

And  imagined  the  scan*  in  his  mind: 

A  maid  waylaid,  and  than  betrayed, 

-  That  must  b#  it,  ha  opined. 

Now  a  maid  seduced  (and  not  just  goosed) 

Aroused  his  reverend  ire 

Qnd  he  dreamed  wild  dreams  of  tormented  screams 
Of  the  damned  in  eternal  fire. 

It  made  him  itch,  it  made  him  twitch, 

It  made  him  groan  to  think 

Of  those  damned  souls  in  their  sulphurous  holes 
Wk  (  With  their  buttocks  all  rosy  pink). 

Nell  saw  him  flush,  and  heave,  and  blush, 

And  straightway  saw  her  way 

To  spend  her  life  as  her  lover's  wife 

-  So  she  began  to  pray. 

She  turned  her  eyes  up  to  the  skies 
(As  befits  a  soavent  maid) 
and  in  pious  tones,  with  modest  gcoans 
Told  of  innocence  betrayed. 

'0  pastor  Birch,  remove  the  smirch 
This  man  has  cast  on  me; 

This  very  night,  our  souls  unite 
Xn  holy  matrimanyfil  * 

Birch  turned  his  eye  from  her  naked  thigh 

And  glared  at  Tomahawk  Joe 

(Propped  up,  in  fact,  by  his  logging  axe, 

To  make  a  better  show). 

•Do  you  take  this  maid  to  be  your  bride?' 

He  thundered  in  parson's  tones; 

In  a  deep  voice  Nell  replied  'I  will' 

(Masking  Joe's  waking  gcoans). 

'And  do  you  Nell,..'  -'Yes,  sure  as  hell!' 

She  cut  in  like  a  knife; 

He  was  ssbe  shocked  to  find  such  an  uncouth  sund , 
But  pronounced  them  man  and  wife. 

But  Pastor  Birch  had  felt  an  urge 
Which  overmastered  him  now; 

And  with  a  sob,  whipped  out  his  knob, 

(No  more  holier  than  thou) 

And  before  the  whore  could  run  or  withdraw 
(Not  expecting  this  turn  in  the  plot) 

He  had  rammed  his  prod  (with  a  soft  'My  God!') 

Up  Nell's  tobacco-stained  twat. 

'Well,  what  the  hell',  said  carefree  Nell, 

'I’ve  never  xifiiiist  axfxKkpx  said  no  to  a  fuck; 
It's  my  wedding  day,  so  I'll  be  gay, 

And  have  one  more  for  luck. ' 

But  meanwhile  who  was  coming  to? 

You're  .right  -  the  randy  Cree. 

He  opened  his  eyas  in  mild  supprise 
Afi  the  sight  that  he  could  see, 
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The  parson's  arse  was  revving  fast 
As  he  neared  his  moment  of  bliss; 

And  Joe  grew  erect;  he  did  not  expect 
To  get  a  chance  like  this. 
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Now  do  not  fear  that  Tom  was  queer 
Or  even  somewhat  bi; 

He  has  never  heard  those  fafcmy  words; 

He  simply  was  not  shy. 

He  would  pierce  the  rim  of  a  her' or  him, 

A  mouth,  a  cunt,  or  a  jar; 

In  short,  in  spott  of  the  sexual  sort 
He  was  not  par-tic-u-lar . 

Joe  SxppE 3  his  prick  xioxthe  oily  slick 
That  greased  the  dog-sleigh  reins 
Then  rammed  it  hot  up  the  passon’s  blot 
Till  it  nearly  reached  his  brains. 

On  the  man  of  God  the  effect  was  sadd  odd; 

He  felt  less  pain  than  glee; 

When  that  weapon  great  extended  his  date  f~ cLdofe 
He  dissolved  in  ecstacy.  1 

Suffused  with  shame  the  parson  came 
As  he  never  had  done  in  h$i  life; 

He  came  arid  came  —  it  was  not  the  same 
With  Martha,  his  lawful  wife. 

He  did  not  know  a  bloiSs/could  so 
Transport  him  with  delight; 

Try  as  he  would,  he  never  could 
Forget  that  halcyon  night. 

But  to  his  chagrin  the  thought  of  sin 
Turned  half  his  joy  to  dust; 

He  could  not  enjoy  a  sexual  ploy 
That  derived  from  unnatural  lust. 

B dr  the  rest  of  his  life,  in  bed  with  his  wife 
He  lived  like  a  man  obsessed; 

He  secretly  longed  to  be  anally  pronged. 

In  a  way  that  the  Church  had  not  blesfeed. 

RffimorE  and  desire,  the  moth  and  the  fire, 

Warred  in  his  tortured  brain 
As  he  slunk  away  that  fateful  day 
(Never  fear;  we  shall  meet  him  again) . 


****** 
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FIE  THE  SECOND+ 

”1 


We  dissolve  the  scene  (as  you've  seen  on  the  screen 

back  to  that  cabin  rude 

where  Tomahawk  Joe  was  preparing  to  go 

from  the  land  of  the  sinful  and  lewd. 


) 


He  made  no  sound  as  he  lay  in  a  swound 
lost  in  his  world  unseen 
and  nobody  knew  if  he  lived  or  died 
or  was  somewhere  in  between. 

Then  there  stepped  up  little  Butteecup 
a  maid  wise  beyond  her  years 
with  arse  and  tits  to  send  in  fits 
even  misanthropic  queers. 


She  was  just  fourteen,  and  had  to  be  seen 
to  be  appreciated; 

she  was  Tomahawk's  niece,  a  virgin  piece 
who  had  scarcely  masturbated. 


A  lamp  she  took  from  a  hanging  hook 
that  had  comef  from  the  whaling  ships; 
she  exposed  the  flame  and  held  the  same 
to  Tomahawk  doe  *  s  pale  lips. 


Not  a  flicker  or  flutter  disturbed  its  splutter; 
its  flame  burnt  steadily  red, 
red  as  the  eyes  of  those  whose  cries 
ow  proclaimed  old  Joeyto  be  dead.  _ 


.  passe 
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o  its  rest  at  last 
en  we  die, 

and  his  motley  k±  crew 
■Y  • 


His  soui 
where  we  all 
to  the  Great 
in  his  ig 

Then  a  wia±  wail  went  up  like  an  Arctic  gale 
that  freeses  the  blood  and  bones 
As  the  tribe,  bereaved,  lamented  and  grieved 
in  no  uncertain  tones. 

The  chill  went  round  Prince  Edward  Sound 
through  the  evening  dews  and  damps; 
to  each  son-of-a-gun  'neath  the  Midnight  Sun 
it  brought  the  death-watch  sa  cramps. 


Then  the  word  w 


out  that  the  wake  was  on 

I 


and  it  like^lmo  1  s  fire 

around  the  girth  of  the  mighty  earth 
~  and  lower,  too,  and  higher.' 

And  they  passed  it  on  by  word  of  mouth 
to  friends,  fHx£«&x*X2mdx  and  foes,  and  impartials 
to  pKExxdEKkK^x  kings  and  earls,  and  scores  of  girls 
and  two  United  States  marshalls.  ' 

Tarzan  heard  the  call  in  Senegal 
and  the  apes  passed  it  to  Gibraltar 
right  up  through  Spain,  and  back  again, 
via  Greece  and  Rome,  to  Malta. 

They  took  to  the  saaxin  seas  in  the  Hebrides 
and  to  camels  in  &axx  Samarkand, 
to  junks  and  dhows  in  Gabon  and  Laos, 
and  sleds  in  Baffin  Land. 


/'  '  \  /They  came  in  hordes,  they  came  in  Fords 

\  /  they  came  in  Chevvies  and  ates; 

\/  they  came  in  trains,  they  came  in  planes 
A  ln  slippers,  and  Wellington  boots. 

/  \  TJ?ey  came  in  tr hongs,  they  came  in  thongs, 
/  \  they  came  in  scarves  and  muffs, 

/  Vn  mutti  and  lace,  in  a  state  of  grace, 

/  fend  also  in  dudgeons  and  huffs. 

f\  r — *  ~  ' 
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Some  came  to  mourn,  and  some  to  scorn, 
some  just  to  dine  or  sup; 
some  came  for  beer,  and  some  for  cheer, 
and  some  for  Buttercup. 

And  the  heroes  came  —  men  of  such  fame 
as  Ivan  Skavinsky  Sk&var, 
and  Abdul  as  well,  and  Little  Nell, 

Farouk,  the  Tsar,  and  the  Shah. 

There  was  Jean-Baptiste  who  was  thoroughly  pissed 
and  his  sister,  from  Armentieres, 
there  was  Venal  Vera  from  Gezira, 

Ali  Baba  and  forty  queers. 

There  was  Dan  McGrew  and  Sam  McGee, 

Fritz  the  cat,  and  my  old  dog  Tray, 

Aleister  Crowtfe&y  (by  all  that^s  holy! ) , 
and  Nell  from  the  Great  White  Way. 

(Little  Nell  from  the  Great  White  Way 
was  only  a  two-bit  whore;  J 

.  you  could  get  the  same  from  a  livelier  dame 
l - but  twould  cost  you  a  whole  lot  more) 

Barrie  McKenzie  and  Aunt  Edna  came, 
with  some  mates  of  Barrie  McKenzie's 
(the  champion  chunderer  of  the  Arctic  tundra) 

—  and  Sir  Robert  Gorden  Menziec; _ _ 

Kluckoo  the  Human  Corkscrew  too, 

Johnny  Appleseed,  Pecos  Bill  - 
V'H  continue  the  list;  it’s  all  good  grist 
to  a  poetaster's  mill. 

ThEee  was  Deadwood  Dick, and  Crooked  Mick, 

and  a  group  from  the  Speewah 
Helen  Blavatsky  arrived  in  a  taxi 

with  a  pamphlet  on  reincarnation. 

There  was  Mexicas  Pete  (who  was  rather  effete 
in  spite  of  his  he-man  pose, 

for  on  his  crutch^&x^axdEii&Hk  fora  sensual  touch 
he  sported  a  big  red  rosefxx. 

In  that  sightless  place  his  friends  woulld  face 
'  a  multifoliate  flower, 

the  singular  plan  of  a  hollow  man 
for  showing  off  in  the  shower.) 

^^0  But  Mhxx  Mexico  Pete,  to  the  man  in  the  street, 
seemed  wax  nevertheless  well-hung  ; 
l  \  beneath  the  rose,  his  penile  hose 

[  \  _ _  w  as  fourteen  inches  lung. 

Who  wsi  else  was  there?  Yes,  Yogi  Bear, 

Donald  Duck,  and  kh  Carrie  Nation; 
and  Confucius,  I  think  -  or  some  other  Chink 
(or  another  slant— eyed  Asian) . 
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There  was  one  Hindu,  a  Pope  or  two 
and  an  IRA  man  (famed  for  his  learning) • 
some  Eiders  of  Zion  (who  kept  a  close^ye  on 
K  the  Arabs  ~  who  kept  the  lamps  burning). 

I  think  I *ve  missed  the  anthropologist 
\  who  came  as  a  neutral  observer 
1  (but  performed  the  analysis  of  ill  ^ 

|_with  academic  fervor?  Hl-hidden  phalluses 

He  wore  blue  jeans  (which  he  kept  unclean 
for  occasions  such  as  these) 
made  by  the  House  of  Levi  Strauss’ 

^to  give  his  low  bottom  ease  .v 

wJL  ™TfuWere  Danfs  and  Greeks  some  circus  freaks 
aad  the  corps  de  ballet  de  Ntmes.-  ' 

r  b  e  a  tie  Stones ,  some  Princes  anr? 

tA^chaagels  and  Seraphim.  nC6S  and  Thrones, 

f  irtcllh-i,i',TJ'i10f  St-  James  -  Enough  now  of  names: 

/  ell  you  I  11  name  you  no  more! 

These  facile  rhymes  are  a  waste  of  time 

and  are  almost  becoming  a  bore. 

I'H  mention  the  rest  when  I  feel  I'm  pressed 
for  a  rhyme  or  a  twist  in  the  plot; 
but  I  must  now  get  on  with  the  test  of  my  sona 
-  (can  I  mention  the  Akond  of  Swat?)  Y  5 

No,  no,  no,  a  thousand  times,  no! 

This  is  more  and  more  asinine1 
I |ve  written  a  score  of  stanzas,  or  more 
4 _ ^with  scarcely  a  dirty  line.  ’ 

Jnare,J  f  lianit'  1  kn°w,  to  what  my  slow 
and  indulgent  reader  can  take. 

With-  this  in  mind,  I  am  now  inclined 
to^iead  you  back  to  the  Eskimo  wake. 


(sfl  £a/0 
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Then  our  Indian  friend  with  his  massive  end 
WM]d  cleave  St.  Peter's  bum. 

While  Nell  at  the  ffcont,  wtth  her  reborn  cunt, 
<0<J.VLlc\make  St.  Peter  come. 


Lbs  !  yoM* 
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If  that  won't  pay  their  adulterous  way 
Into  th«f teepee  in  the  sky, 

We  might  as  well  go  straight  to  he'll. 
Or  just  refuse  to  die. 


For  if  fucking's  denied  on  the  other  side. 
We  might  as  well  stay  here. 

And  do  what  we  can,  as  maid  and  man. 

To  fuck  without  favour  or  fear. 


But  I'm  carried  away  from  my  lengthy  lay. 
Which  at  last  is  almost  done 

<\/o  (V  fk  t  Sv  0-1  f 


1  .  fo* 

(r\t  leCAtbftW  A  7%o>fem$.  S ^ 
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Hair  &  f&iked  a  IMt 


Before  their/^ey^s 


Tomahawk  Joe 

Eskimo  Nell:  reborn  in  truth,  in  her  lovely  youth. 
Lake  SikixSik  Siskitlichiwan 


&r  Jd-fi tei 

his  prick  be  gains  to  rise  ^  /€ms*  # 


in  the  Eskimo  tongue. .  , 


T  The  lake  with  the  furry  rim’  3 
Though  some  translate  it  as  fThe  lake 
[with  the  fur  around  the  quimd . 


However  that  be . . . 


I  have  my  g«n  from  philologist  men 
Who  ari  up  to  th«ir  ears  in  words 
But  who  can't  compose  a  page  of  prose 
That  is  worth  a  barrel  of  turds. 
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I  deigress,  I  fear,  with  that  sidelong  sneer, 

■And  r « turn  to  my  epic  song...  r^D  o ^ 

General  outline  of  plot  ( after  -p-aj^B^gvu  TJ  buggers  the  parson,  who  rides 
off  into  the  night.  ^  flash**?  back  to  funeral  scene-,  dies.  The  wake* 


£11  the  folk  heroes  are  there  -  Ned  Kelly,  Speedy  Gonzales,  Kluckoo  the 
Human  Sorks.rew,  perhaps  Deadwood  Dick,  Mexican  Pete,  Dan  McGrew,  S»B  McGee, 
Johnny  Appleseed,  Pecos  Bill,  Barry  McKenzie  (the  champion  chnkderer  of 
the  Arctic  tundra),  The  Great  Beast;  Alice  Blue  Gown  (singing  her  song), 

John  Brown  (singing  his)-,  John  Peel,  Mr.  Wittgenstein.  Pastor  Birch  is 
there  -  for  ever  afterward  tormented  with  piles  and  guilt.  He  pronounces  a 
prayer  when  TJ  dies,  and  the  party  is  on  for  young  and  old.  A  prize  -  sexuafc 
of  course  -  is  offered  for  the  dirtiest  song,  and  many  ar#  the  lays  that  are 
produced.  As  the  night  gets  wilder,  competitions  are  held  -  extinguishing 
candles  by  ejaculating  over  them;  the  negro  who  bakes  part  in  the  mastturbati 
competition  eaad  comes  first,  second  and  third.  Blizzard  starts  up;  they  have 
to  cram  into  the  hut,  where  thereis  little  room.  Complicated  sexual  acts  - 
and  don't  forget  the  huskies.  Polar  bear?  AuroraBore alis ;  Northern  Lights. 
Buck  -  the  Call  of  the  Wild.  Pass  out.  Next  day  dawns  bright  and  clear, 
and  they  make  their  way  to  the  field  and  bury  TJ .  Pastor  Birch  oration.  A 
problem:  his  prick  froze®  solid  and  erect  in  the  blizzard.  Bury  him  thus  - 
100  feet  below  ground,  and  100  feet  above  -  nelson's  column,  Cleopatra's 
needle.  Carve  it  as  totem  pole.  Introduce  logger  song  here?  Nell,  a  bit 
pissed,  tries  to  climb  to  the  top  to  give  it  one  last  kiss,  and  dies  of  a 
“'m?  84!;*?,kTriiUST'o*f  liJ'mc8k's  it*  Renewed  morning.  Introduce  Clementine 
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®  1.  lakmT'forraS(  Souls  go  to  heaven.  Epilogue. 

^Another  song:  TJ  can  be  Ringing  one  »hen  he  first  Meets  EN.  aw&i 
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WILLIAM  ALLINGHAM  DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI 

For  a  maid  again  I  can  never  be,  To  the  river-bank  once  I  thought  to  go, 

Till  the  red  rose  blooms  on  the  willow  tree.  And  cast  myself  in  the  stream  below; 

Of  such  a  trouble  I’ve  heard  them  tell,  I  thought  ’twould  carry  us  far  out  to  sea, 

And  now  I  know  what  it  means  full  well.  Where  they’d  never  find  my  poor  babe  and  me. 
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Arld/'!1C  !iUl'c  Shi  vi 
( >,‘1*  Brother  Iv; 
dstl-'r  Jenny's  gone 
Boor  Mama’s  aim  i 
•s’°  B’s  Brother  Ism 
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Now  this  is  the  moral  to  my  tale, 
lb  at  you  can  lead  a  horse  to  water, 

You  can  even  lead  a  whore  to  culture. 

But  you  can’t  corrupt  a  teenage  daughter. 


Tiddley-ay-ay !  Tiddley-ay-oh ! 

Hip  Hooray!  for  the  one-eyed  Rylah! 
Rub-a-dub-dub,  books  and  all, 

Hey  zig-a-rig,  Trey  Bong! 
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I  think  I’ve  missed 


He  wore  blue  jeans 
I  have  my  gen 


4—- flT5lT~ 


[ifr 


I  digress,  I  fear,  with  tha  t  sidelong  sneer, 

And  return  to  my  epic  song 

Where  Tomahawk  Joe 

Lies  dead  in  the  snow, 

In  thsdt  night  that  is  six  months  long* 
e 

For  before  their  eyes  Joe’s  prick  did  rise  i 

In  that  Land  of  the  Midnight  Sun| 

And  my  tale  ends  here  foKzkothxztz&igfefczaiaeizsfBX 

For  both  straight  and  queer 

When  I  thought  it  begun. 

prick  f^reborn  in 

L  ^l«isxi±zK0ar«  in  truth  ,^fszi»xis»r«iyxyouth 

Nell’s  ^ke~with~the~furry -rim, 

Though  some  translate  ±k 
As  the^perf umed- lake*- 
With- the- fur -around- the -rim. 
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Then  a  wail  ~ 
<^yj The  chill 


Then  the  word 

Some  canje 
And  the  heroes 
GJ  [  There  was  Jean-B 

"There  was  Dan  Me  Sr 
^  ^  Little  Nell 

HH  There  was  D.eadwood 

re  was  Mexic^  Pete 

In  that  sightless  place 

Cff  But  ^exicV  Pete  ^  _ — 

V*  I  think  I’ve, missed 
n*  (I  wore 
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I  have  my  gen 

I  digress  I  fear 

<  / 

For  before 
Yes!  hi&rick 


Then  our  Indian 

If  thaY 
For  if  fuckin 
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start  on  8 


nI  too  am  distressed,  Gentlemen,  by  this  thing 
that,  God  has  rllaced  in  my  soul  • H 

IV  f  HHI  i  I  i  l ( 

'  1  '  M  1  11  1  1  —  Andrfe  GIDE ,  on  the 

cry  of  "Pederast1*  raised  during  his 
investtiture  in  the  French  Academ 
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COHFUCIUS  SAXS*.., 

[Collected  from  a  man  in  a  bar  in  Bloomington,  Indiana, 
corrected] • 


Ihe  spelling  has  been 


1*  Baby  conceived  on  back  seat  of  car  with  automatic  transmission  grow  up  to  be  a 
shiftless  bastard* 

2.  Man  who  lay  girl  on  hill  not  always  on  level, 

3.  Man  who  haw  titty  in  mouth  makes  clean  breast  of  things, 
h.  Me  who  fishes  in  other  man’e  well  often  catches  crabs* 

5*  Wif@  who  puts  husband  in  dog  house  may  find  him  in  cat  house, 

6.  Boy  who  goes  to  bed  with  sex  problem  on  mind  may  wake  with  solution  in  hand. 

?.  Girl  who  douches  with  vinegar  walk  around  with  sour  puss. 

8.  Virgin  life  balloon,  one  prick  all  gone, 

9.  Girl  who  go  to  bed  with  detective  must  always  kiss  dick. 

£  10,  Woman  who  puts  rooster  in  freeaer  has  frozen  cock. 

U.  Mar;  who  lays  girl  in  field  has  piece  on  earth. 

It#  A  man  who  sells  latex  is  crack  salesman. 

13*  Blonde  girl  have  black  hair,  by  cracky. 

lii.  Girl  moat  not  marry  basketball  player,  for  he  dribbles  before  he  shoots . 

15.  Man  who  lets  fart  in  church  must  sit  in  own  pew* 

16.  Man  who  fucks  cook  in  pantry  may  find  ass  in  jam. 

1?.  Man  who  marries  girl  with  no  bust  has  right  to  feel  low  down. 

18.  Woman  who  cooks  carrots  and  peas  in  earns  pot  not  very  sanitary. 

19.  Man  who  sucks  on  titty  gets  bust  in  mouth. 

20.  Woman  who  springs  on  innerpsring  this  spring,  gets  offspring  next  spring, 

21.  So tax  net  the  beet  thing  on  earth,  but  next  to  it. 

22.  Squirrel  lays  on  rook  and  cracks  nuts,  man  Ipys  on  crack  and  rocks  nut. 


***-»< 
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Tb\  Gillespie  he  was  there,  and  so  was  Sarah  Vaughan; 
blew  upon  his  trumpet  and  she  sucked  upon  his  horn. 

Among  the  many  people  there  was  Dr.  Marie  Stopes 

She  made  no  fancy  promises  but  she  raised  a  lot  of  hopes. 

Woody  Guthrie  he  was  there,  singing  of  the  task  dust 

he  throwed  his  old  guitar  away  and  yielded  up  to  lust. 

Oscar  Wilde  he  was  there,  bowed  down  with  age  and  caries 
lugging  round  the  ^toadstoolg  and  looking  for  the  fairies.' 

Joe  McCarthy  he  was  there,  looking  in  the  beds, 

But  the^were  filled  with  heteros,  and  not  with  pansy  reds. 

He  ‘d'raise  a9"1"1  ^  ^  —  "ate « 

raise  a  vaginal  orgasm  in  a  corpse  with  rigor  mortis. 

Two  other  libertarians  there  were  Les  and  Betty  Hiatt; 

They  would  have  both  been  noisy,  but  the  fucking  kept  them  guie, 


4U 
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D^raJUl  Lay  cock 


A  NOTE  ON  1  root 1 


\  bo ot  - 


'■  % 


Vu^  ls  the.  commonest  Australian  low-class  §  vulgar  synonym 
for  'fuck However,  it  does  not  parallel  'fuck'  in  all  itfusagSs  in 
particular,  it  cannot  be  used,  as  'fuck'  §  'screw'  can,  in  non-sexual 


* ' root  you'.  It  gives 
set  out  below. 


rise  to  some 


abuse  *  fuck  you',  screw  you '’but  not 
particularly  Australian  expressions  §  puns, 

1,  verb 

=  'she  ban§s  like  a  shithouse  door  in  the 
wind'  -  is  sexually  promiscuous. 

'middleeofr?hSdbeach\ere  ^  tMS  bl°ke  rooting  his  sheila  right  in  the 

*?JJ  rooted'  =  buggered  =  fucked  =  physically  exhausted  (said  by  people 

who  would  not  use  any  sth  of  the  other  meanings  of  ’root'.)  7  P  P 

2  .  noun 

'Jeez  I  could  go  a  root  right  now'. 

'She's  a  good  root,  that  one'. 

(When  I  was  about  9  I  read  the  May  Gibbs  children's  book  'Snugglepot  S 
Cuddlepie  the  story  of  two  gumnuts  in  the  Australian  bush,  with  a  lot  of 
and  no  doubt  psychoanalysable  fantasy,  The  lizard  in  this  story 
,  en  says  Good  root,  meaning  'weil  done,  good  show'  -  even  at  9  I 
thought  this  was  thauDoughly  obscene!) 

3 ,  puns . 

^  'root'  =  cheer.  AREHling  The  idea  of  cheerleaders  'rooting 
tor  the  home  team  is  always  good  for  a  laugh  in  Australia, 

b)  with  'root' 
root  of  a  tree. 


hunt  for  roots  (as  pigs  §  wombats);  also  'root'  as  the 


Definition  of  a  vegetarian  bachelor:  eats  roots  and  leaves. 

The  favourite  dish  of  the  American  GI  stationed  in  Australia  during  WW2 • 
honey  turnover  and  lettuce  root,  ' 

1  ?aS  s5a^ing  with  a.date  outside  a  petshop  window,  watching 
th?  I?°  °L  em  were .going  thru  copulatory  motions  (oAe  mounted  on 

the  other)  the  others  were  digging  around  in  their  straw,  Said  my  date • 
Look,  they  re  footing'.  She  was  referring  to  the  ones  digging  in  the 
strawf  but  I  nearly  died  of  embarrassment, 

t?vfriCT0io '  ,Pr°bab£y .  comes  here :  this  is  the  action  of  a  recalcitrant  horse 
trying  to  dislodge  its  rider  by  p  xugxd  suddenly  stopping,  planting  its 

with£its  hi^df7  ?n  ground»  lowering  its  head,  and  optionally  kicking 

itS  hyd£e®t  Jt  1S  regarded  as  a  misdemeanor  in  a  horse  (like  going 
too  ciose  to  wails  or  under  low  branches,  also  to  dislodge  a  rider),  and  § 
is  thus  distinguished  from  'bucking'  (removing  all  four  feet  from  the 
ground  and  arching  the  back) ,  a  very  serious  fault, 

.u  c)  with  'route',  'Air ^toutes/roots ’  »  air  hostesses,  'I  was  routed 
through  Sydney  on  my  return'  n^ay  well  bring  a  comment,  (note;  always 
xsm  pronounced  as  _  'root '  never  as  (some)  US  'rout  V) ,  Whence  joke:  the 
Old  farmer  was  drinking  with  a  mate  in  a  Brisbane  bar.  'fYair  we  had  a 
pretty  good  year,  so  1  thought  I 'd  go  down  to  Sydney  §  have  a’bit  of  fun  ' 
Friend :  'What  route  are  you  taking?'  $  Farmer:  'Aw,  the  wife,  she  stuck  by 

e  uring  tbe  drought ' .  (A  joke  particularly  appropriately  set  in  Brisbane 
as  there  are  two  major  road-routes  from  there  to  Sydney). 

d)  miscellaneous,  =  before  T  mot 

you  are  you  over  sixteen?'  - ~7J 

’Moany  is  the  evil  of  all  roots'.  ' 


FRAGMENTS  AND  ADDITIONAL  MATERIAL  (first  typed  up  1979) 

THE  GAY  CABALLERO  (Tune:  Cielpt^r^Cindo? ,  or  something  similar) 

There  once  was  a  gay  Caballero,  an  extremely  gay  caballero 
and  of  course  he  had  a  roto-mar£,  a  beautiful  roto-mario. 

He  went  to  a  low-down  casino,  an  extremely  low-down  casino, 
and  of  course  he  took  his  rtoto-mari,  his  roto,  roto-mario. 

He  caught  a  filthy  disease,  an  extremely  filthy  diseaso, 
slap-bang  on  the  tip  of  his  roto-mari,  his  roto,  roto-mario. 

He  went  to  a  learned  doctrano,  an  extremely  learned  doctrano, 
who  amputated  his  roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario. 

He  xfcxt  sits  bya  swift-flowing  r±o,.,an  extremely  swift-flowing  rio, 

lamenting  the  loss  of  his  roto-mari,  his  beautiful  roto-mario. 

1  ' 

Now  listen  you  filthy  back-streeters  ,  if  gou  want  to  go  ----  senoritas, 
and  you  don :'t  want  the  poxy  shove  socks  on  the  tops 
of  your  xotoax®  roto,  roto-marios* 


Tune:  Habanera  (from  'Carmen) 

When  you're  up  her  you  will  shoot  your  bolt 
And  you  will  shoot  it  with  a  hell  of  a  jolt 
The  sperms  mix  in  with  the  hairs  round  her  cunt 
You  can  do  it  in  a  boat  or  in  a  punt I 

”***’”  '  }  f 

(The  above,  +  Lillian  versions,  +  Roll  your  leg  over,  from  MW,  Canberra, 
1961;  Rapid:  Roll  your  leg  over  from  Oscar  Brand  record), 

FOUR  OLD  WHORES  (ML:  Newcastle,  Canberra) 

Four  old  whores  sat  talking,  as  they  sat  down  to  dine, 

Each  unto  the  others  said  'none  is  bigger  than  mine. 

So  bend  to  the  sheets,  my  hearties, 
and  water  the  decks  with  brine, 

So  bend  to  the  oars  you  lousy  whores 
none  is  bigger  than  mine, 

'You’re  a  liar'  cried  the  first  old  whore, 

'Mine's  as  big  as  the  air;  H 

The  ships  go  in  the  ships  9°  out , 
and  never  tickle  a  hair', 

'YQu're  a  liar'  cried  they second  old  whore, 

'mine's  as  big  as  the  sea; 

the  ships  go  in,  the  ships  go  out,,, 

and  they're  never  a  trouble  to  me',  (/with  all  their  rigging  free), 

'You're  a  liar'  cried  the  third  old  whore, 

'mine's  as  big  as  the  moon; 
the  ships  go  in  in  January,  , 
and  never  get  out  till  June', 

'You're  a  liar',  cried  the  fourth  old  whore, 

'mine's  the  biggest  of  all; 
the  ships  go  in  in  January  ' 
and  never  get  out  at  all', 


Additional  ^  2 

the  BASTARD  KIND  OF  ENGLAMD  (ML,  Newcaslte  s  Canberra,  ca. 

a  ttousaSf^ars^  °f  “  EngllSh  klnS 

™led  ^he  land  with  an  iron  hand, 
but  his  mmnd  was  weak  and  How 

rfo?aai°^ooaUnting  Stag 

anaW-1?SfiLf^a?fpS?ggl-  *“» 

5}f!  5;11®  were  wartY  and  covered  in  fleas 
His  dong  hung  down  below  his  knees 

So  tai  God  save  the  Bastard  King  of  England! 

The  Queen  of  Spain  was  a  merry  dame 
and  the  soul  of  lechery  Y 

f fe+.K0r\g- t0  fo°-1’  with  the  royal  tool 
of  the  king  across  the  sea. 

So  she  sent  a  special  message 
■by  a  special  messenger 
inviting  the  King  of  England 
to  spend  a  week  with  her. 

The  King  of  France  he  shat  his  pants, 
and  vomited  on  the  ffcoor?  ,, 

hV^°re  that  he  was  jealous, 
and  he  sent  for  the  royal  whore, 

&  ■ e  SfPt  the  Duke  of  Snf ferine  San 

iLfro  the  °ue?n  a  dosa  tie  clap  P 

J  St  to  spite  the  Bastard  King  of  England. 

When  news  of  this  foul#  deed 
had  reached  old  England's  shore 

he®dKw'  S^°re  by  the  crown  he  wore 
he  d  have  the  Frenchman's  balls. 

He  offered  a  thousand  crowns 

and  a  crack  at  the  fair  Ho r tense 

to  any  fool  who'd  take  his  tool 

and  nut  the  King  of  France. 

aj?  Duke  of  Southampton  saddled  his  horqp 

add  galloped  away  to  France? 
he  swore  he  was  a  poofter 
so  the  King  pulled  down  his  pants. 

straddled V  tJ?°ng  r0tlnd  th&  Fr,enchman's  dong, 
straddled  his  horse  and  galloped  aloncr  y 

back  to  the  Bastard  King  of  England  9 

sS Eatr u;  ar 

iaa  stretched  to  a  yard  or  more. 

his  scepter i s ^th ^  Fran^eKsits  his  throne 
,  scePtejris  the  royal  bone 

with  which  he  beats  the  Bastard  King  of  England. 


1961  ) 


=  l—  STR  t  £T 
MRS.  MURPHY 


Tune:  Country  Girls. 


(I  don't  think  this  was  in  Obiter  Dicta  -  but  I  can't  think  why,  as 
it  is  jufet  about  the  oldest  dirty  song  I  know  -  so  old  I  haven't  heard 

it  in  33  years.  I  remember  walking  home  fromm  school  in  5th  class  (grade) , 
along  the  railroad  tracks,  singing  this  out  loud) . 

Good  morning  Mrs.  Murphy,  bless  your  heart  and  soul, 

I  came  to  fuck  your  daughter  but  I  couldn't  find  her  hole. 

And  when  I  found  her  hole,  all  wet  and  round  and  slic#, 

Be  buggered,  Mrs.  Murphy,  I  couldn't  fidd  my  prick. 

And  when  I  found  my  prick,  all  long  and  red  and  thin. 

Be  buggered,  Mrs.  Murphy,  I  couldn't  get  it  in. 

And  when  I  got  it  in,  and  wriggled  it  about. 

Be  buggered,  Mrs.  Murphy,  I  couldn't  get  it  out. 

And  when  I  got  it  out,  all  stiff  and  red  and  sore, 

Be  buggered  Mrs.  Murphy,  I'll  never  fuck  her  no  more. 


(*stiff  in  the  penultimate  line  is  wrong,  but  what  can  you  expect  from 
primary  kids?) 


I  think  I  wrote  in  an  earlier  letter  that  Australians  sing  limericks  to 
Cielito  Lindo.  This  was  an  unfortunate  lapse,  as  a  result  of  my 
contamination  by  U§  culture.  The  tune  is,  of  course,  what  you  have 
referred  to  as  a  degenerate  form  of  The  Spanish  Nobilio  -  which  I  know 
as  the  Gay  Caba&lero,  and  also  as  the  tune  of  The  Spanish  Guitar-o. 

Did  I  mention  that  the  tune  'Country  Girls'  is  also  a  degenerate  form 
of  'We  are  three  bums,  three  jolly  old  bums,  we  live  like  royal  Tukks.,'? 
Included  in  Obiter  Dicta  is  the  original  song  of  Country  Girls  are  Pretty; 
the  Australian  version  of  Our  Goodman  also  goes  to  this,  as  does: 

Ask  your  mother  for  sixpence,  to  see  the  big  giraffe, 

with  pimples  on  his  xhiaMidKxh  whiskers,  and  pimples  on  his  -  shoulderblades 
which  also  turns  up  sporadically  in  recitations  of  The  Wild  West  Show. 


On  the  Ringy-dang~doo:  somewhere,  many  years  ago,  I  read,  in  an  old  book 
on  Australian  aboriginals,  of  a  tribe  called  the  Ringarangaroo .  I  have 
never  been  able  to  locate  the  reference  since. 

I  think  'Colombo'  and  'The  Good  Ship  Venus'  are  basically  different  songs, 
tho  they  interchange  verses.  'Colombo'  always  has  some  plot,  whereas 
'Venus'  just  has  an  infinite  series  of  verses.  The  melodies  differ; 
'Venus'  is  -J-In  and  out  the  Window',  'Colombo,1  is  perhaps  related,  but  as 
Oscar  Brand* sings  it,  it  differs  considerably. 
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THE  WEAKER  (?)  SEX 


THE 


10  years  anti  under 

10-15  years: 

15-20  years: 

20-25  years: 

20-30  years: 

30-40  years: 

40-50  years: 

50 -GO  years: 

(jj-70  years: 

70  years  and  over: 

f/li*rrj)  FTj  ft  ^ 

Italian  poo boiSiCS*  seen  at  Pisa, 
March  196fyj 

\z. 


LA  DONNA 
&  come  la  terra: 

A  20  anni  e  come  1* AFRICA 
semi-inesplorata 
A  30  anni  e  come  1* INDIA 
calda,  lussureggiante , 
misteriosa 

A  40  anni  &  come  1 'AMERICA 
tecnicamente  perfetta 
A  50  anni  e"  come  l'EUROPA 
tutta  una  rovina 
A  60  anni  "fe  come  la  SIBERIA 
tutti  sanno  dov'^ 
ma  nessuno 
ci  vuole  andare. 


GEOGRAPHICALES 
OF  WOMEN 

Lake  Greenland;  Totally  undeveloped  but  shows  promise 
of  great  potentialities. 

Like  New  Zealand;  Still  too  small,  but  undergoing  rapid 
development. 

Like  Central  Africa;  Partly  virgin  and  partly  explored. 
Like  India;  Hot  and  mysterious. 

Like  Brazil;  Lush  and  beautiful. 

Like  America;  Very  attractive  indeed,  but  extremely  dollar 
conscious. 

Like  Europe;  Mostly  devastated,  but  still  interesting  in 
isolated  spots. 

Like  Central  Australia;  Everyone  knows  where  it  is  but 
few  would  wanta  go  there. 

Lake  Arabia;  Extremely  dry,  in  fact  definitely  rather  barren. 
Like  United  Nations;  It  functions,  but  that  is  about  all. 


Oh  Dick  please  do  not  park  the  car  here. 

Oh  Dick  please  do  not  park  the  car. 

Oh  Dick  please  do  not  park. 

Oh  Dick  please  do  not. 

Oh  Dick  please  do. 

Oh  Dick  please. 

Oh  Dick. 

Oh. 


WOMAN 

is  as  the  earth 
At  20  years  she  is  as  AFRICA 
semi -unexplored 
At  30  years  she  is  as  INDIA 
warm  luxuriant 
mysterious 

At  40  years  she  is  as  AMERICA 
technically  perfect 
At  50  she  is  as  EUROPE 
all  a  ruin 

At  60  she  is  as  SIBERIA 
all  know  where  she  is 
but  nobody 

want  go  there . 


ITALIAN  g&gTeftftDS  BEEN  AT  PISA,  March,  196£: 


L ' UOMO 

e  come  il  tren : 

A  20  Anni 

e  come  1 'accelerato; 
si  ferma 

a  tutti  le  stagioni; 

A  30  'e  come  il  diretto; 
si  ferma 

solo  nei  capoluoghi; 

A  40  e  come  il  direttissimo ; 
si  ferma 

solo  nelle  grancitta; 

A  50  si  ferma  solo 
a  fare  un  po*.,,  d'acqua 
A  60  non  parte  piu 
e  piano  piano 
...  va  al  deposito. 


MAN 

is  as  the  train: 

At  20  years 

he  is  as  the  ordinary  train: 
stops  at  every  station 
At  30  years 

I he  is  as  the  fast  train: 
stops  only 
in  the  chief  town; 

1 

At  40  years  ! 

he  is  as  the  express  train: 
stops  only 
in  the  large  twn; 

At  50  years 

he  stops  only  to  leak; 

At  60  years 
he  starts  no  more 
and  slowly  slowly 
goes  in  the  deposit. 


L  * HOMME 

est  comme  le  train  t 
A  20  ana 

il  est  comae  le  train 
de  voyageurs  s  ‘arrete 
dans  toutes  les  stations; 

A  30  il  est 

comme  le  train  direct 
arrete  seulement 
dans  les  chef  lieux 
A  40  il  est 

comme  l’express 
arrete  seulement 

dans  les  grandes  villes 

A 

A  50  il  arrete  seulement 

pour  faire  un  peu...  d’eau 
A  60  il  ne  part  plus 
et  pas  a  pas . . . 
va'  dans  le  depot. 


(Text  &  punctuation,  &  line 
division  accurate,  but 
not  necessarily  indentation) 


Also,  on  small  Kisd  ceramic  toilet: 

Saranno  grandi  i  papi ,  s. 

saranno  grandi  i  re 
ma  quando  sxsxs  si  siedono 
son  tutti  come  me. 


And  on  a  plaque : 

L’ospite  e  come  il  pesce,  dopo 
tre  giorni  puzza, 


EIN  aprilscherz: 


<>*.,«< rp  H<~  iT'T >  ft  f 

SfiU  ^  *r  COp7  «^C 


Eine  Berlinerin  erz&hlte  ihrer  Freundin,  wie  sip  von  {h«m 
MsSS  Sqf  fol?ende.Weise  in  den  April  geschickt  wurde: 

ae  ForImoUeneet1kbe'  ?1S°  S°’  IOk  lag  schon  ltagst  ln 

ae  .torzmolle,  et  kann  vielleicht  Uhre  zwfilwe  jewesen  sind 

na™  HaSsCe  r^1-®  TOl1  wie  s°’"  Pi2S£Tb£S?f.n 

‘  .  7ck  =>anz  mausestille  warte  nun  ab,  wat  er  nun 

stottertn  |r  t°Ch  ZU  mla  ant  Bette  jekrochen  und 

stottert.  i-I-ick  will  ficken.  ick  denke  mia  laust  der  Affe 

untertWHemaea*SLhabta  “i®  ?14  Seene  Soffoille  keene  Numma  ' 
nnJoe^h? d  j ezwits chert ,  und  nu  kommta  uff  eenmal 

iSk  leiP^IP*^  ick  mia'  Wirst  det  Din^  mal  bekieken. 

,  -1,  ,a  a7so  ufft  Kreuze,  hebe  mein  blumenreichet  Hemde  hoch 

scheenCwe  ?^entlich  breet,  damit  meine  Punne  rech? 

Glieda  und in/IT  llegt:  Mia  3uckte  det  schon  in  alle 

mia  Se  VotzP  b?rke'/U2  ?!lr?.er  Seinen  Schwanz  rausnehmen  und 
•  V  tze  1?1S  an  de  Schamlippen  vollrotzen,  jawohl, 

uff  doch  det  Aas  seine  Pelznudelmiitze ,  haut  ma 

uff  de  Rfainra  Pflaume  und  Ian  brflllt:  April  -  April  ick  ficke 
wann  ick  will*  p '  ricjce 

(Cf.  Oysters  is  amorous!) 


SHE  WAS  ONLY  - 

the  jazzman  's  daughter,  but  boy  J  could  she  hum  in  ragtime. 

(hum  =  smell) . 

the  admiral's  daughter,  but  her  naval  was  full  of  discharged  semen 
the  electrician's  daughter,  but  she  lit  up  thew  whole  town, 
the  jeweller's  daughter,  but  she  didn't  like  stones  near  her  ring, 
the  greengrocer's  daughter,  but  she  wouldn't  lettuce. 

the  grocer's  daughter,  but  she  said,  'No,  but  Marmite ' . 

the  bookmaker's  daughter,  but  she  knew  how  to  lay  the  field. 


the  jockey's  daughter,  but  all  the  horsemen  knew  her. 

the  butcher's  daughter,  but  she  cocked  up  her  undercut,  which 
was  dripping,  and  said  'Fill  it." 

the  forester's  daughter,  but  she  gave  ail  the  boys  little 
circular  saws  for  Christmas.  . ~ 


(Australia/New  Guinea  1960) . 


THE 


ESKIMO'S  DEATH-KNELL 


BY  DON  LAYCOCK 


The  Eskimo  clan  had  come,  to  a  man 
To  pay  their  last  respects 
And  hold  a  wake 
For  an  Arctic  rake, 

The  Prince  of  Eskimo  Sex! 

For  brought  so  low  was  Tomahawk  Joe, 

Once  the  pride  of  the  logging  huts, 

Now,  out  of  breath 
And  close  to  death, 

He  lay  with  a  pain  in  his  guts. 

And  by  his  side  was  his  erstwhile  bride 
Who  stood  by,  firm  as  a  rock; 

For  forty  years 

She  had  shared  his  fears, 

His  hopes,  his  joys,  and  his  cock. 

Forty  years  or  more  this  pensioned  whore 
Had  perfo  med  her  duties  well; 

Though  now  Mrs.  Joe, 

Those  in  the  know 
Still  called  her  Eskimo  Nell. 

But  time  had  played  on  the  Eskimo  maid 
Its  usual  cruel  tricks; 

You'd  hardly  know 
That  Arctic  pro, 

The  toast  of  a  thousand  pricks. 

Her  once-blond  hair  was  thin  and  spare, 

And  white  as  a  Polar  mink. 

Her  toothless  gums, 

Like  weasels'  bums, 

Emitted  a  fearful  stink. 

Her  once-proud  norks  were  thin  as  forks, 

And  hung  like  flour-bags; 

Her  rumps  was  bare 
And  sparse  of  hair, 

And  spotted  about  with  dags. 

And  that  lovely  quim,  like  the  canyon's  rim, 
Was  shrunk  to  a  twisted  cone. 

In  short,  Our  Nell 
Was  shot  to  hell, 

A  knock-kneed,  withered  crone. 


1 


2 


In  similar  state  was  her  lifetime  mate, 
A  withered  old  bag  of  skin, 

But  his  dying  cramps 
In  the  whale-oil  lamps 
Still  gave  rise  to  an  evil  grin. 

The  Eskimo  crowd,  to  do  him  proud 
Were  standing  silent  around, 

When  the  sick  man  stirred 
And  uttered  a  word, 

With  a  kind  of  wheezing  sound. 


But  the  word  was  soft  as  he  wheezed  and  coughed, 

And  none  might  know  what  he  meant, 

So  they  bent  down  low 
To  Tomahawk  Joe, 

For  his  will  and  testament. 

Each  strained  an  ear  to  try  and  hear, 

They  turned  his  face  to  the  front, 

And  at  last  they  iieard 
That  whispered  word: 

A  ferocious,  squeezed-out  CUNTl 

CUNTif  he  said,  and  his  eyes  went  red, 

And  his  breath  came  thick  and  fast, 

And  his  weakened  brain, 

Like  an  emptying  drain, 

Rushed  back  to  events  of  the  past. 

He  was  thinking,  in  truth,  of  the  days  of  his  youth. 
The  good  times  and  the  bad;  y  ’ 

And  a  twitch  of  the  crutch 
(it  wasn't  much) 

Showed  he  thought  of  the  fucks  he'd  had. 

From  his  withered  lips  came  blotchy  drips 
As  he  dribbled  in  lecherous  glee. 

As  he  cast  back  his  mind 
To  each  lustful  grind, 

And  dwelt  on  it  lengfchi-ly. 

But  most  of  all,  he  tried  to  recall 
That  great  night,  long  ago, 

When  he'd  earned  his  fame, 

And  his  very  name, 

When  they  nicknamed  him  Tomahawk  Joe. 

* 

((NOTE:  Only  8  stanzas  in  Column  2 

on  Page  1,  to  allow  title 
to  run  across  whole  page.)) 


0,  a  wondrous  sight  is  the  Polar  night 
By  the  light  of  the  hazy  moon, 

But  Tomahawk  Joe 
Couldn't  see  for  snow 
As  he  left  Yukon  Jake's  saloon. 

He  says  it  was  snow,  but  those  in  the  know 
Will  recall  a  thing  or  two; 

We'd  been  swilling  rum 
With  Rattlesnake  Bum, 

Sam  McGee ,  and  Dan  McGrew. 

The  local  brew  was  a  noisome  stew 
Of  fermented  catfish  brains, 

But  it  packed  a  punch 
Like  a  Naked  Lunch, 

Or  jet-fuel  in  the  veins. 

He  was  blind  as  a  bat,  as  he  tripped  on  the  mat 
And  staggered  into  the  street, 

But  that  Other  Eye , 

Hanging  down  his  thigh, 

Was  alive  and  in  raging  heat. 

Though  his  eyes  were  dim,  his  search  for  quim 
Drove  him  on  with  relentless  force, 

And,  hard  as  a  rock, 

His  pointing  cock 
Steered  an  unerring  course. 

Now  this  was  the  time,  well  known  in  rhyme, 

Of  Eskimo  Nell's  great  trick, 

When  that  Yukon  bawd 
Had  been  thoroughly  floored 
By  the  southerner,  Deadwood  Dick. 

To  retell  that  tale  would  be  somewhat  stale 
And  not  come  up  to  scratch; 

Suffice  it  to  say 
That  that  very  same  day 
Eskimo  Nell  had  met  her  match. 

As  she  left  the  saloon  in  a  sort  of  swoon, 

And  a  rosy  glow  in  her  breast, 

Who  should  she  see 
But  that  randy  Cree , 

With  his  prick  pointing  nor ' -nor ' -west ! 

He  did  not  choose  to  be  introduced  — 

Such  was  the  Arctic  way  — 

With  an  Injun  yell 
He  fell  on  Nell, 

And  started  to  pound  away. 


Bon  C.LaYCoCKt  — "to  :  .  LtGfAk+i 

THE  AUSTRALIAN  NATIONAL  UNIVERSITY 


IN  REPLY  PLEASE  QUOTE: 


Dear  Gershon, 


THE  RESEARCH  SCHOOL  OF  PACIFIC  STUDIES 

BOX  4,  P.O.,  CANBERRA,  A.C.T.,  2600.  TEL.  49-5111 

Telegrams  “Natuniv”  Canberra 

Dept,  of  Linguistics. 

18  February  1980. 


Altho  you  are  probably  erotically  bilingual,  or  multilingual  -  no  bad 
jokes , please!  -  in  understandi-g  the  sexual  terms  of  both  the  American - 
and  British-speaking  world,  there  are  still  gaps  in  your  understanding 
of  British  English,  as  in  Limerick  2  where  you  gloss  ’spanner'  as 
'monkey-wrench '  (instead  of  just 'wrench ') ,  and  'sausage  &  mash'  as 
'frankfurters  &  mashed  potatoes'  (as  if  there  is  not  a  world  of  difference 
between  the  British  beef  or  pork  sausage  and  a  frankfurtifee ,  which  we 
call  a  frankfurt) ,  So  if  you  have  any  troubles  with  any  of  my  Australian 
material,  or  any  other  Australian  or  British  lexicon,  try  asking  me.  I 
think  I  have  already  commented  on  'date'  for  'arsole ' (which  is  my 
preferred  spelling,  since  the  'h '  is  never  pronounced).  My  theory  of 
its  origin:  not  only  physiological  resemblance  (cf.  'prune') ,  but  also 
as  a  rewording  of  the  old  Pommy  catchphrase  'in  (or:  up)  your  bum,  chum'. 
As  'mate'  in  Australia  replaced  'chum'  as  the  new  word  for  male  solidarity 
a  new  rhyming  phrase  was  created,  picking  the  most  semantically 
appropriate  word:  'in  your  date,  mate'.  I  can't  prove  this  yet,  but  I 
may  come  across  some  evidence  in  my  task  of  reading  for  a  new  OED-type 
dictionary  of  Australian  English, 


Which  prompts  me  to  make  a  guess  at  the  languages  you  probably  know, 

French  certainly  -  not  only  from  your  scornful  comments  on  bad  Frashh 
limericks  (of  which  I  have  also  written  a  couple!) ,  but  also  because  I 
think  you  would  scorn  to  be  part  c6f  the  France'-'  (mainly  Paris-)  dwelling 
expat  American  fraternity  of  peeudo-wr iters  for  at  least  the  last  50 
years,  most  of  whom  never  acquired  a  really  sound  knowledge  of  Frog, 
Yiddish  probably,  imfc  but  not  absolutely  necessarily  -  I  have  afriend 
who  is  an  international  telephone  operator  in  Tel  Aviv  who  missed  out 
on  Yiddish,  altho  he  speaks  Hebrew,  Russian,  Japanese,  Arabic,  French, 
and  a  bit  of  Ammenian  and  Finnish,  German  moderately  well,  since  you 
usually  quote  it  accurately  (except  where  your  printer  introduces  erross) . 
i.  Hebrew  -  to  bar-mitzvah  standard,  probably  not  much  more.  Russian  you 
probably  learnt  later  in  life  -  unless  it  was  part  of  your  family 
.•  background  -  and  probably  not  much  beyodd  a  basic  reading  knowledge. 
Italian  certainly,  since  so  much  beatufiful  and  erotic  folklore 
survives  in  the  language,  Spanish  perhaps  less  well,  tho  the  folklore 
content  is  also  great,  Occitan  ^  a  smattering?  Scandinavian  languages 
1**'  "hardly  at  all,  except  what  you  can  figure  out  from  German.  The  erotic 
vocabulary  is  of  course  easy  to  pick  up  from  the  porno  magazines, 

(H&r  &r  min  rumpa  och  fitta,  Och  massor  av  sats.  Said  my  friend 
Flikka) ,  Dutch  -  anyone  who  can  read  English  &  German  can  read  Dutch 
&  Afrikaans,  but  it  is  hard  to  take  seriously  as  a  language  for 
speaking.  Some  Latin  (esp,  medieval)  is  of  course  essential.  For 
the  rest:  Indian  languages  (including  Sanskrit) ,  Arabic,  Farsi, 

Armenian,  Georgian  languages,  Caucasian  languages,  Amerindian  languages, 
Papuan  languageSy  Austronesian  languages ,  Chinee  (the  heathen 
variety) ,  Japanese,  Korean,  Vietnamese,  Thai  -  probably  zilch.  Am  I 
close? 

Something  that  seems  worth  taking  issue  with  you  on.  You  have  a 
tendency  to  label  people  and  grounds  as  homosexual  somewhat  facilely. 

Take  LimericJ  2,  where  you  speak  of  the  'homosexual  order  of  the 
Golden  Dawn'  in  World  War  II,  People  are  going  to  think  you  mean  the 
original  GD,  which  was  defunct  by  WWI  (see  Francis  King:  Ritual 

Magic  in  England),  Most  of  the  offshoots  didn't  call  themselves  GDf 
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but  I  suppose  there  may  have  been  one  in  WW2  that  did.  The  original  GD 
was  certainly  not  a  'homosexual  order1,  tho  of  course  it  had  its 
proportion  of  homosexuals.  Which  brings  up  Aleister  Crowley,  whom  you 
also  too  easily  label  'homosexual'.  AC's  first  seaual  involvements 
were  certainly  with  girls  (maid-servants,  like  Walter),  and  later  with 
prostitutes.  He  certainly  took  up  homosexuality,  mainly  with  Victor 
euburg,  but  as  much  from  a  desire  to  try  everything  as  from  native 
urge,  Thruout  his  diary  the  bulk  of  his  senual  contacts  are  with 
y  wofflmn  -  tho,  of  course,  not  always  vaginally.  But  is  it  just  the  fact 
u,  of  some  homeexual  activities  thfct  makes  a  homosexual?  If  so,  what 
nj  quantity?  One  thinks  of  Voltaire  -  Une  fois  philosophe,  deux  fois 
sodomite  -  a  principle  I  have  followed  in  experimenting  with  a  large 
t.  variety  of  sexual  activities  which  are  not  part  of  my  usual  habits. 

Take  also  TtE,  Lawrence,  whom  wh  you  also  describe  somewhere  as 
y  homosexual.  Do  you  have  good  evidence?  Whatever  I  have  read  suggests 
<  he  was  essentially  asexual,  and  shrank  from  physical  contact.  You 
cannot  lay  at  his  door  the  fault  of  being  buggered  in  Akkaba  (or  wha 
'  was  ^  Damascus?).  I  think  you  tend  to  use  the  word  'homosexual'  to 
mean  afraid  of,  or  reluctant  to  undertake,  sexual  activities  with 
women  -  which  perhaps  has  some  psychological  justification,  but  is 
not  very  accurate. 

Some  of  this  arises  from  the  fact  I  am  currently  reading  my  way  right 
thru  Limerick  2  —  about  100  limericks  per  morning,  to  wake  me  up.  I 
i-hink  you  will  agree  that  there  are  very  few  good  limericks  in  this 
collection  -  all  the  classics  are  in  Limerick  1.  Virtually  all  new 
limericks  consist  on  ringing  the  changes  on  existing  ones  -  a  paractice 
I  have  exploited  in  the  past,  as  well  as  the  familiar  tricks  of  making 
dirty  limericks  of  clean  ones,  and  clean  limericks  of  dirty  ones. 

(For  the  latter,  substitute  'kiss'  and  'ear'  thruout  -  unless  it's  in 
Ehe  rhyme —scheme I )  But  limerick  writing  is  too  easy,  unless  one  has 
a  particular  target  in  mind.  Whence: 

A  bluestocking  lady  named  Whitehouse 
tried. to  set  herself  up  as  a  lighthouse 
which  is  fine  maybe 
for  the  people  at  sea 

but  the  man  in  the  street  needs  a  shitehouse, 

if  God  had  meant  man  to  play  cricket 
he'd  have  given  him  legs  like  a  wicket, 

(stumps,  bails  and  all), 
a  bakxa  cork'-covered  ball, 
and  a  bat,  and  somewhere  to  stick  it. 

Remarquait  une  jeune  fille:  Alain, 
nous  arrivons  bientot  afcxitx  a  la  fin? 

Je  me  suis  rejouie 
deux  fois  et  demie  - 
tu  commences  a  deconner,  hein? 

which  last  is  intended  (not  very  successfully)  to  bring  in  the 
other  meaning  of  deconner  as  'stop  talking  nonsense'. 

Enough  of  limericks ,  I  enclose  a  few  pages  of  items  of  interest  to 
you  -  some  comments  on  the  bawdy  monologues,  a  copy  of  'The  World's 
Greatest  Whinger ' ,  etc • 

Re  your  letter;  you  said  'you  didn't  know  how  my  material  got  into 
Snatches  &  Lays ' ,  I  thought  I  made  that  clear  in  my  lfetter  to  Sun 
Books  (asjc  yet  unanswered  —  I  am  about  to  send  them  a  reminder)  ,  I 
made  my  material  available  for  the  original  mimeo  version,  thru  an 
intermediary,  the  editors  beigg  them  unknown  to  me.  It  is  the  later 
commerical  publication  without  acknowledgment  that  I  was  objecting  <bo. 
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mart'of°?hf  ■truneU^e??Utl”LEn?05ian  dicti°™ry  as  showing  the 
was  coppering  my  bets  -  Izrvincr  t-n  pL3  you  rSjd  -“-t  that  way,  but  I 
as  well  as  hiving  it  taken  se?il^?^Ee  3  ready  Sale  to  occultists, 
(which  last  has  lot  ylt^ventultld^  *1,  to  160 *  history 

occult  -  which,  besides  the lew ?  have  'dabbled'  in  the 
few  things  one  can  dabblS  L  !  i  Im  ^tockmarket ,  is  one  of  the 

'true  believer '~5f  anything  LikI  th2  ^  ?UCh  °f  a  scePtic  to  be  a 

Gerald  Yorke  about  AlKstllVr^nl  he  t^ae  1  ®as  chatting  with 
the  wall,  i  asked  him  casual! v  ifV  and  an  ornamental  plate  fell  off 
-  and  he  was  amused  and  said  that  mcat^f6*™00*1  ■  t5oubled  bY  Poltergeists 

have  cowered  in  terror  I?  read  ?£  H?  vlsltors  would  either 

,  ,  terror ,  or  read  great  significance  into  the  event, 

#  ^  Which  reminds  mes  do  you  have  a  rnnw  fr-\Vuh+-/-.  ^  , ,  , 

i  .  Snowdrops?  i  read  the  cnnv  fSPn  (phbto  or  otherwise)  of  AC’s 

*  I5  the  better  poeml-  bu?  ?  wL l  ti  t  and  **  COpied  out  soma  of 

V  j  again,  as  this  is  one  of  the  fm7  *Sad  , PxssxgKiax  pornographic  novel 

*  V  t=jlexcept  of  course  for  fh»  /  ®  funny  things  that  Crowley  ever  wrote 

>/  ^the  Warburg  librarian  for  a  cllpletl^phltoconv  1  he?itab<r  to  write  to 

$  i  *ad?  some  difficulties  when  1  wls  in  Ionian  £  l^T  V  t5ey 
^  x  having  Yorke's  go-ahead  Artnniiv  -s Z  •  n  19 7. 2 ,  m  spite  of  my 

^  <  out  a  new  edition  of  this  -  you,  Serhans?  °*i°ne  bpo,ughb 
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SntJ  *PSl  1  m  311  in  favor  °f  h^ing 
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rare  books  S  manusSA^rreprinieS  f "g'ij  '  .  t  „„  - » 

a  world-wide  organisation  dedicated  vfaC^'’J.^  tblnI<;  there  should  be 
of  which  there  are  less  than  ten  mnioo  ?pr^tln5'acGurately>  everything 
such  rare  materia”  frlm  Itrs  nlaLlt the/?rld*  Tba  risks  with 
great.  The  BM  library  has  lost  an  and  larcenYf  are  just  iboo 

euphemism  for  -can'?  find  it°  is  "Des?^™J  STV?f  material-  Their 
Which  I  got  as  a  notation  It  De?bf°Yed  by  bombing  in  the  war  - 

is  only  about  1948  or  so  that  th^stlff  date  °f  1948  ’  Ifc 

people  leaving  the  place  -  before  that-  •i+-t  thS  BM  started  checking  on 

^  |  ^n°§SPLO^  l92  Of 

^^^^^SjSSSSL^S^ie'boota  and^bombs^out^  * 

J*  aooeLh?oo.a  haVe  "0t  s?en'  or  a°  "°*  have  ready 

i  none  of  it  old  -  Ill  iS  20?  t  ?r0ti?  verse  “Hection,  tho 

4  course)  ,  and  La  ctzzzriT  which^'  ^  ?  h?  H°rn  Book  <not  y°urs  - 
O  last  year  (8th  Ave,  &  42nd  St)  *^C^fd  up  in  a  Porn  bookshop  in  NY 
like  1601,  PillsT  ;nd  thS  RIIkna^l°f  Cnurse  readi1Y  available  items 
you  don '  t  se^n,  to  -mention  InwSS  BUt  2ne  thlng  1  do  have  that 

-  mimeo  from  Indiana  U :  some  Sriginal  folk^  If  Roving  &  Raking  -  1962 

-  stuff  from  Oscar  Brand/Ed  MI?nSv/Lf?  ^wdry,  as  well  as  a  lot  of 
t  records,  I  also  enclose  the  nen+^4-  ^Ur  Ar^c/Ewan  McColl  (Merry  Muses) 

I  Tif°0i  "  if  Y°U  WOUld  like  a  photocopy^f  Srio^  UnirrSitiS£ 

a  few  interesting  pieces  Also  A  Svdnov^n  sllgbt,  but  there  are  always 
trying  to  lay  nyhLSfw  acoovofnZl  I  ao?gb^  from  the  60s.  I  am 
Ayres  -  but  even  the  gaSonal°Sbga  FlrSt  b°bfe  of  ^ 'Fowle 

■  able  to  find  one  th^u  an  acquaintance  in  Idelaide^  &  C°PY*  1  maY  be 

ho?iifiIdUtoanI?IYthfttmSn?Xofr?hI°sLB?0?kthe  °ther  day'  ai^  was 

songs  -  were  copyrighted  tl  _ _ "  *la°  stePhen  Foster 

Arsoles  to  them,  I  say.  ST Sc^^^e“^y^and  other  Places. 

p?Se;?taS'^!;e5Lisaac^s°?  d«ne0r^?igf ln  oad 


i 
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^oaobSSonttoknlrmalXm^tred  ?nd  sex-violence  out  of  it  th  t  k 

-aw  ~  =:  - 

but  modernYreSeScheJbhUt  WO?en's  lib 
that  of  women^some^an^ertainlv 
by  penile  thrusting  alont,  ±Y  ^ 

by^penil^thrusting  TonT  °ertalnly  co^ 
if  you  cannot hmlSefSe?dySu^own?nd  ^  &  P°Und  her  (Some  enchanted 

TV  Lier^fhere"0  Se  la**  1  d**ed  Sheer  Hide  after  ■ 

has  no  word  for  liai^f  Sai?  'Isn,t  it  stragge  that  tK  her  on  a 

what  she  3waSf?MdkSgaofmSi^ioj  ■  «st£2*2iiS^i.re  weLlls?  ^guasre 

to  come  £LS:  T*  ^  delation  contest 

tt  .and  ran  out-  in  ukx  uecatlse  1  aan*t  resiqf  +.u^  i*  unrest 

,jr«rztr:  "kVr--  - — ^ 

fits.  Btt  LU  probably  wait  till  i.^rSLi'a^ewSe 

in  this  clit  rJi  may  Wel1  also  have  written  cfrtainly  wrote  the 

indepen  dent  Creations  Siis  ~  eSp-  as 

another  question?  ?  encl^e  tT  Sin<J-  Which  tame  ??rsJ  kisPa:ody'  but 

may  noth  have  seen.  Cl°SS  J°hn  “^ddiehhs  article  on  U ,  vh?chC°™Se 

to  writing1graffiti.neJorher?  i^on  9f?ffiti  collector  who  will  also  hd  • 
University  shithouse  w=?i nere  *s  °ne  that  I  created  anr!  .^also  bdmit 

pot  and  fLk  sJhoolgirts  S  7Sars  390 !  1  am  40  ^frs  old  ?  °n  .the 

shoulders^  mu---,  ,^xrXB*  s^ys  you  can  ^  rvn+.  h.  y ef5s  °1<a*  1  smoke 

can  cSlinlv  nuf ^fcr^Cied  the  PerfectSJy^  jSsW??LS  ?ld  head  °n  Y°unU 

Well,  that-s  enough  “  tts1:  T  *  "  °“  ■KSS-«^P“‘  WEl1'  ^ 

SS  «)  fand«^r^ h^„??Uar 

ny  months  away  -  !  really  havelto  wS?i  on  m?  Eu??edh«onar;.WiU 


1 


ftjs 


.'l 


Regards , 

Don  Laycoch 


J  *j  ^Vw^U  <jM«  ^  ^ 

Dear  Gershon , 


<+  > 


Canberra f  26  May  1980 , 


Four  letter  of  29  April  prompted  me  to  fish  out  the  letter  I  started 
you  on  28  Feb.  '  I  had  put  this  one  aside  until  I  found  your  address 
(temporarily  mislaid ,  but  finally  found  whtn  I  discovered  one  of  your 


to 


Anyway f  I 


under  L  in  my  letter- fide  l ) 
could  enclose  a  few  more  comments  &  odd 
find  enclosed . 


Either 
a  copy 
is /was 
slang . 
wron  g 


letters f  surprisingly  enough, 
had  also  put  it  aside  till  I 
items ,  some  of  which  you  will 

in  this  package ,  or  seprately  -  depending  on  bulk  -  you  will  find 
of  a  recent  Aust .  novel  1  Puberty  Blues1  ,  which  tells  it  like  it 
among  the  surfies,  and  contains  a  lot  of  good  Australian  erotic 
I  enclose  also  a  note  on  ’root1 ,  which  Partridge  gets  somewhat 
in  Slang  &  Unconventional  English .  f 

Re  the  missing  page  from  'Cinderella'  -  I  found  this  among  my  original 
papers  when  I  went  looking;  it  just  missed  out  on  the  original  collating. 
Are  such  playlets  really  rare?  Admittedly  I  have  only  seen  this  one  & 

' Harlequin  Prince  Cherrytop' ,  but  I  would  have  thought  there  were  others . 
Something  I  haven't  seen  in  over  20  years  are  the  typescript  jpxjan  prose 
stories  that  used  to  circulate  among  schoolboys  -  perhaps  rendered 
unnecessary  now  by  the  ready  availability  of  porn  novels ,  The  one  I 
remember  vividly  from  the  time  I  was  about  15  was  'Prudence';  an  account 
of  a  girl  being  fucked  by  a  US  GI .  I  wrote  a  sequej  called  ' Priscilla ' 
which ,  as  the  subtitle  laboriously  explained ,  was  pronounced  'Pricks 
silly'.  This  is  Prudence's  younger  sister  who  gets  erotically  aroused  by 
peeping  on  her  older  sister ,  and  who  gets  laid  herself ,  J  can't  remember 
the  details ,  but  remember  including  a  piece  of  purp&s  prose  about  the 
9ipant  Prick  of  a  stallion.  T  am  sure  this  piece  of  youthful  porn  is  full 
of  inaccurate  anatomical  details  of  the  female  -  at  that  stage  I  had  not 
been  close  enough  to  one  to  use  anything  but  my  imagination f  I  suppose  too 
this  work  has  not  survived  -  but  if  it  (or  Prudence)  ever  comes  your  way, 
please  let  me  know% 

X  was  also  Involved  ±u  Ctho  most  was  provided  } by  another  friend)  in  a 
ha,wdy  ballad  and  comic  strip  called  'Blue  Light  and  the  Seven  Little 
Perkins ' ,  of  ,whi ch  T  also  remember  nothing  except  that  it  was  highly 
scatological ,  -A  man  T  met  in  broken  Hill  in  1959  had  seen  a  copy 


It 


may 
as  I 


still  be  about ,  ' Blue  Light1  also  mentioned  in  * Cinderella '  -  was 

recall  ,,  a  wartime  urethral  ointment  for  the  pox  (=  clap), 

Pe  J'Lea  Sublime1}  This  has  probably  been  published  several  times  recently 
4  friend  in  London  had  a  published  copy ,  with  minimal  info  on  publisher 
date  j  etc*  X  bought  another  copy  ~  ~  ~ 

publisher  v  for  SI , 50 


in  London 


different  format,  but  possibly  same 

,  •  t 7 - *  -  can't  locate  my  copy  at  present  -■  I 

.Ope  it  not  been  nicked  f  but  just  put  away  in  a  safe  place ;  TP  read 

IZ  Publishing  f  1976  (no  place ,  but 
’ Limited  edition  of  500  copies:  No. 

vjcj/\  i.Ly 


Aleister  CROfiLEY /'  Leah  Sublime / 
I  think  British /  perhaps  Canadian) , 
463 i 

My  copy  came  from  the 
sure  they  have  more, 
mainly  **  from  the  one 
is '  now  in  the  ffa rbuxg 
ell in g  of  K b um ^  a ^ 


Atlantis  Bookshop  ,K  Museum  Street,  London  and  I  am 
Text  varies  very  slightly  -  punctuation ,  spelling 
I  copied  • out  in<  Ger&ld  Yorker's  handwriting ,  which 
Library  f  London ,  Both  retain  AC's  idiosyncratic 
*bumb<  (on  the  analogy  of  'numb'  and  'dumb'  -  perhaps 


$C  ha,d  never  seen  it  in  print  before?)  If 

out  any  more  about  the  publisher  f  I  could  photocopy  my  texts  when 
Toy  realrse  r  of  course  f  that  the  copyright  on  AC's  material  is  in 
it  is  claimed  by  Russell,  as  OTO  head f  by  the  other  head  of  the  OTO  whose 
n,ame  I  have  forgotten ^  but  who  has  a  few?  books  on  magic  to  ^ 

by  Symonds  fi  AC's  journalistic  biographer ,  and  perhaps  also 
who  has  turned  all  his  material  over  to  the  Warburg.  As  a 
publisher  wljo  can  get  his  hands  on  any  Crowley  material  is 
pirating  it f  with  little  fear  of  prosecution. 

By  hhe  way ^  my  talk  to  Sydney  Mensa  on  'The  value  of  a  ditty  mind' 


you  can't  locate  one,  or  find 

found . 
turmoil 


his  credit, 
by  Gerald  Yorke , 
res ult  any 
just  quietly 


very  well „ 

I  haye  a  nyntber  of  comments 
for  another' letter, 


on  the  notes  to  Limerick  I  &  II 


went  off 
that  can  wait 


Regards , 


c°MHENTS  ON  G.  LEGMM:  Bawdy  monologues  &  rhymed  recitations  (SFQ, 
40,59^123,  1976.  C&^Uy+J.)  43®. 

66  Ker-ker  bird:  sits  on  top  of  Mt  Everest,  saying  Ker-ker-kerist , 

It  S  OO J-Cl  •  ^ 

Wild  cat:  now  the  peculiar  thing  about  the  wild  cat  is  he  ain't 
got  no  hsk  arsehole . 

Little  Boy:  How  does  he  sI-i.-fcT^te 
That's  what  makes  him  so  wilaY 

V  tribe-  NotSthat  the  Indian  tribe  in  the  otherwise 

forgettable  US  comedy  series  >F  troop’  were  called  the  Hakawi 
(spelling.)  -  which  I  think  is  more  than  coincidental. 

oomi-gooli  bird:  has  no  legs,  and  when  it  lands  it  says  '00,  me  goolies 

hence  the 


sphinx:  lives  in  the  desert,  e«t,s  sand,  shits  cement 
xyax  pyramids. 


the  winky -wank;  its  foreskin  is  attached  to  its  eyelid,  so  when  it 
winks,  it  wanks,  r 

xh 

the^anlTof ^England  rhln°  meanin9  moneY*  sorearse  meaning  piles,  hence 

elephant: ...  get  that  boy  away  from  the  elephant's  arse.,,  too 
late,  get  a  shovel. 

70  Fuck  me,  said  the  Queen,  and  an  aged  courtier,  who  had  been  quietly 
masturbating  m  a  corner ,  came  over  and  drew  her  on  like  a  well-worn 
ellmgton  boot  -  for  in  those  days  the  Queen's  word  was  law. 

t  * 

Bugger  me”  said  the  king,  and  the  palace  cat  fled  in  terror  (for  in 
those  days  the  King's  word  was  law) . 

•  • 

LTthifS1  kiag  none'  and  the  drinks  were  on  the  king  again, 

and  this  made  the  kind  very  angry.  ■  ' 

the  veraions  of  the  above  two  from  a  friend  of 
mine ,  who  I  thihk  has  a  complete  text  in  his  Head . ) 

Then  in  came  Daniel  with  his  balls  over  his  shoulder.... 

Sfix  Shit  I  said  the  King,  and  50,000  arsoles  strained  in  the  burning  sun, 
for  m  those  days  the  King's  word  was  law, 

Goddam  Islaes:  You  don't  mention  the  text  in  Snatches  &  Lays  (mimeo 
?  r  version.)  SemsxgdiktiaHxx  y 

Ixaaxei 

81-2.  Oysters  is  amorous.  Compare  the  Bferlin  Aprilschez  (enclosed). 

Sal  I  Samarai  is  an  old  British  colonial 
sland  station  off  the  eastern  end  of  Papua  New  Guinea  (Milne  Bay.) 

1  t  seen  a  text  of  this,  but  have  heard  it  referred  to  in  WW2 

soldier  s  reminiscences  from  the  New  Guinea  campaign  -  I  think  this  is 
when  it  dates  back  to. 

th  'T5?nrrtTi0^0f.a,W0mae:  is  def initely  A.P.  Herbert,  but  well  before 
the  i9 30s  -  I  think  from  his  navy  days  in  WW1.  Details  of  time  and 

authorship  are  given  in  the  intro  to  a  k±gs  biography  (or  phrhaps  auto- 
buygraPhY  °f  APH  1  SaW  ln  thS  booksh°Pfe  a  Year  or  two  ago,  but  did  not 

91  'The  Great  Australian  Adjective'  was  always  bloody,  not  'fucken.  CJ 
Dennis  also  has  an  early_pQem  on  extensive  use  of  bloody.  And  'fuckin' 
1S  fJom  an  obsolete  ^asH.  participle '  >p>  fuck  has  always  been  a 

weak  verb.  The  so-called\ g-dropping  derives  from  the  other  Middle 
English  (&  Anglo-Saxdm)'  present  participle  in  -and/-end  (as  in  the 


* 


Legn^n  ^  jnonqlqgues  ^  2 


Goon  film  The  Runnand,  Jumpand  and  Standand  Still  Film?) 

92  Camel  &  Sphinx  -  is  the  attribution  of  (at  least  the  original  verses) 
sound?) .  Usually  heard  these  days  are  the  additional  verses  about  the 
hedgehog : 

SHxhfc  Recent  extensive  researches 
by  Darwin  &  Huxley  &  Ball 

have  conclusively  proved  that  the  hedgehod 
cannot  be  buggered  at  all. 

Thus  these  extensive  researches 
have  incontrovertibly  shown 

that  comparative  safety  on  shipboard  (or:  at  Keble,  etc,) 

is  enjoyed  by  the  hedgehog  alone. 


But  further  extensive  researches 
at  Harvard  and  Princeton  and  Yale 
have  shown  the  hedgehog  can  be  buggered 
by  lifting  the  end  of  its  tail, 

(and  I  think  there  is  one  more  stanza) 

93  Lay  of  the  4  dastards  is  also  definitely  Ogden  Nashs  Untermeyer’s 
Treasury  of  Ribaldry  gives  the  attribution  and  a  copyright  date  in 
the  1930s, 

9  5  I  am  puzzled  as  Ijo  why  Snatches  &  lays  gave  John  Glaister  as  a 
recitation.  They  got  the  text  from  me,  S  I  got  it  from  <3ohn  Anderson, 
who  sang  it  -  and  in  later  years  made  some  attempt  to  trace  the  melody , 
hoting  it  as  being  very  similar  to  ’Richard  of  Taunton  Dene'  (in  Penguin 
Sonbook) , 

100  Eskimo  Nell  isn't  killed  by  the  gun  -  she  nfct  only  enjoyed  it  (!), 
but  went  back  to  the  frozen  north  afterwards  I  See  any  text. 


104  ’Look  at  the  flowers*  we  knew  as  a  sort  of  family  song  (with 
bowlder ised  text)  of  WW2  vintage  -  it  may  not  be  much  older,  and  I 
think  derives  from  a  miax  cockney  music-hall  song.  There  were  other 
verses,  but  I  can't  remember  them.  Just  fragments:  (I  know  the  melody) 

Look  at  the  flowers,  bloody  great  orchids, 

(coffin?) 

Look  at  the  people,  bloodywell  crying. 

Ain’t  it  grand  to  be  bloodywell  dead. 


Look  at  the  parson,  blood^rell 


109  O  please  do  not  ,,,  see  other  sheet  of  facetiae  enclosed,  I  have 
also  seen  this  on  a  German  scarf,  ca,  1959:  *0  bitte  tu  nicht  kttssen’ 
-  which  strikes  me  as  a  translation  from  English,  Cf.  the  deletions 
in  ’Sir  Roger  of  Kildare’,  a  favorite  among  girl  students  in  the 
50 s/6 0s  (in  any  Uni  songbook) , 


110  Josephine,  not  Josef ine,  Mutzenbacher «  These  have  recently  been 
republished  in  ’Exquisit  Bftcher’  (Wllhem  Heyne  Verlag,  Mtinchen,  as 
’Heine  365  Liebhaber’  (1974)  and  ’Mein  Leben’  (1976),  Fancy  Felix 
Salten  writing  themj  And  1  just  recently  saw  the  Walt  Disney  version 
of  Bambi  again  tool  An  ex-studaat  of  mine,  a  German,  keeps  me  supplied 
with  such  things  -  including  the  samgss  presses  ’Frau  Wirtin’  and  _ 
^Tp,‘,Sanit8tsgefreiter  Neumann’  verses,  which  I  find  dreaty  compared  with 
English-language  erotica.  Date  of  first  edn  of  ’Mein  Leben’  is  given 
as  1906, 


112  Grose:  Vulgar  Tongue,  See  entry  ’Miss  Laycock’  (’the  monosyllable’). 
It  is  interesting  that  the  son  of  Capt,  Grosfs  was  Major  Grose,  the 
fi^st,  officer  £h  change  of  the  NSW  Corps,  which  came  to  Australia 
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with  the  prisoners  in  1788.  With  that  Corps  was  my  greatx3-grandf father 
Sergeant  (later  Quartermaster)  Thomas  Lay cock,  whom  we  can  trace  back 
to  1790,  It  is  a  fair  bet  that  he  was  at  Horsham  Barracks  in  London 
when  Grose  (elder)  was  compiling  his  dictionary,  which  has  a  lot  of 
soldier^ '  slang  in  it,  so  there  is  a  good  chance  that  this  entry 
represents  a  local  in-joke  of  the  time  (apart  from  the  obvious  punninq 
on  the  name) , 

113  Orddal  toasts.  I  witnessed  a  performance  of  one  of  these  in  Angoram 
(Sepik  River)  in  New  Guinea  m  1959.  A  local  patrol  officer  was  getting 
married;  after  an  afternoon  of  heavy  drinking  (’otherwise  it  would  be 

too  easy')  he  was  put  to  the  following  recitation,  with  actions  as 
stated: 

'Here's  to  the  health  of  Cardinal  Puff  for  the  first  time  tonight' 

(take  one  sip  of  beer  (  isaSM-pin^  glass)  ,  knock  glass  once  on  table, 
stand  up  Once ,  salute  once ,  knock  glass  once  on  table'. 

Here's  to  the  health  of  Cardinal  Puff  for  the  second  time  tonight' 

(actions  as  above,  with  once  replaced  by  twice) 

'Here's  to  the  health  of  Cardinal  Puff  for  the  third  time  tonight' 

(drain  glass  completely ,  and  do  all  actions  thrice) . 

At  every  mistake  -  watched  for  avidly  by  the  drinking  cronies  -  the  glass 
bo  be  drained,  was  refilled,  and  the  whole  process  started  again  from 
the  beginning.  Of  course,  this  led  to v further  mistakes.  It  was  said 
that  the  man  who  got  through  it  three  times  without  error  (after  havina 
drunk  at  least  6  pints  befor'ehandFwas  entitled  to  call  himself  a 
Cardinal ;  six  times  thru  without  error  made  one  a  Pope,  and  nine  times 
Jesiis  Christ  himself.  As  far  as  I  know,  no  one  ever  got  so  far.  (Note: 
the  participants  were,  for  the  most  part,  Australians). 

The  same  group  of  drinkers  stresses  also  introduced  me  to  the  game  of 
'Crow'  -  some  Australian  ballads  refer  to  'copping  the  crow'  as  indicating 
ba.d  luck «  John  Greonway  in  a  lecture  in  Indiana  once  equated  wit  this 
wlth  'eating  crow',  but  this  is  bullshit  —  or  rather,  ignorant  folklorist 
exegesis.  Here's  the  real  gen:  a  newcomer  to  a  drinkigg  group  is  invited 
to  join  in  the  game  of  Crow.  Everyone,  it  is  said,  will  write  the  name 
of  a  bird  on  a  piece  of  paper,  calling  out  its  name  as  he  does  so;  one 
person  calls  out  'Crow' ,  and  the  one  who  draws  the  is  'Crow*  slip  pays  for 
the  round  of  drinks.  ^kxhkksisksxxsh  The  slips  are  drawn  out,  and  each 
person  calls  out  the  name  of  the  bird  he  has  shias  drawn;  the  newcomer 
draws  his,  and  gets  the  'Crow*  -  since  this  is  what  is  written  on  all  the 
pieces  of  paper,  except  the  one  he  put  inj  This  can  sometimes  be  repeated 
two  or  three  times  before  the  newcomer  wakes  up  -  but  I  almost  threw  a 
sapp . spanner  in  the  works  by  suggesting  names  of  birds  in  New  Guinea 
Pidgin,  which  no  one  could  remember*  I  have  to  admit  that  I  bought  two 
rounds  of  drinks  before  T  caught  on. 

119  'dirty  slit'.  I  heard  this  long  ago  with  Ksxd  first  line  'Cunt,  o 
cunt,  thou  grisly  bit*  -  but  did  not  remember  any  more. 

120  cursing  etc.  Are  you  familiar  with  the  Barry  Humphries  films,  comic 
strip  (' The  Adventures  of  Barry  McKenzie*,  in  Private  Eye)  and  monologues? 
These  exploit  some  old  Australian  curses  ^  may  chooks  (^chickens)  as  big 
as  emues  kick  your  shithouse  down  —  and  invent  some  new  ones. 


«  «  f 

genl;  Do  you  have  a  good  text  of  the  WW2  song  'Queen  Faridax*  (to  the 
tuea  of the  former  Egyptian  national  anthem?  Wannan  gives  a  text  on  p,95, 
but  I  heard  it  differently j 

King  Farouk,  King  Farouk,  with  his  bollocks  in  a  hook, 
singing  kwaish  kwaish  katfeer,  fex  bungaree  bar-din 
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He's  the  King  of  all  the  wogs  and  the  jackals  and  the  dogs, 
singing  Kwaish  kwaish  kateer  bungaree  bar~din, 

0  Farida,  gibbit  baksheesh  (2) 

0  Farida,  how  the  boys  would  ride  her, 

and  the  jackals  and  the  dogs  and  the  gyppos  and  the  wogs, 
singing  kwaish  kwaish  kateer,  bungaree  bar"din. 


Still  on  Wanncjn;  He  gives  a  iasxsstxXiiakstai  r^tyme-'suppressing  song  on 
page  93,  that  resembles  the  one  I  learnt  in  primary  school: 


There  once  was  a  farmer  who  lived  by  a  school 
you  could  tell  by  his  actions  he  played  with  his 


marbles  and  skipping  with  the  lady  next  door; 

if  you  like  this  little  ditty  I'll  sing  you  some  more. 


There  once  was  a  lady  who  swam  like  a  duck 
you  could  tell  by  her  actions  she  knww  how  to 

do  sewing  and  knitting,,.  ?  (by  the  score)? 

if  you  like  this  little  ditty  I'll  sing  you  some  more. 


Tft^te  was  a  young  lady  who  knew  fcsdfck  how  to  knit 
while  the  boys  in  the  cowshed  were  shove llmng  u  p 


shavings  and  sawdust  that  lay  on  the  floor; 

if  you  like  this  little  ditty  I'll  sing  you  some  more. 

This  and  other  songs  of  the  same  t#pe  (including  'The  Great  Big 
Wheel')  would  often  do  a  double^bluff  at  the  end,  by  hk±  going 
into  'Sweet  Violets f: 


(The  Great  Big  Wheel) 

Arsole  to  breakfast  she  was  split, 

and  the  whole  fucking  issue  was  covered  in 

Sweet  violets,  sweeter  than  the  roses, 
covered  all  over  from  head  to  toe, 

Covered  all  over  in  SHIT . 

Wannan  has  something  o^  this  type  of  ending  on  page  91. 

Note  also  that  'The  Wild  Colonial  Don'  on  page  ±Sl&  119  <6f  Wannan  was 
written  by  Dr,  Robert  F.  Brissenden.  The  melody  is  'The  Airy 
Bachelor',  so  Bob  tells  me. 


F^V7. 


These  few  pages  are  as  long  as  a  bawdy  monologue  themselves.  Let  me 
finish  then  witha  a  short  poem  of  my  own,  partly  on  the  differential 
fucking  rates  of  men  &  women  that  you  often  comment  on  (Don  Juan  & 
la  moindre  fille  des  batiments)  *  ^ 

the  poet's  epitaph  in  middle  age 

If  all  the  girls  I  ever  loved 

r  strewed  roses  on  my  tomb 

4kwould  make  a  pretty  pile  enough 
but  there 'd  still  be  lots  of  room. 


Finally,  on  the  sexual  symbolism  of  numbers  ^  an  American  friend  gave  me 
a  new  one  for  68 j  it  is  the  response  of  the  normally  (or  putatively) 
heterosexual  male  (note  how  readily  I  fa3j,ll  into  your  style)  seeking 
Seiiakaxj:  homosexual  fellatory  relief  s  You  blow  me  and  I  ’ll  stwxyiax 


owe  you  one. 

/1/sa  -.  tTr’J  '■  ’  1oi”  ^ 

Crovb  ;s  } 


ARTHUR  J.  DEEX 
Box  365  Moffett  CA  94035 

25  August  1990 


Dear  GL, 


Yes,  I  am  eager  to  dedicate  an  issue  of  the  newsletterJ^Don's  limericks.  We 
were  good  friends  -  he  spent  a  number  of  days  witjjTus\)n  the  last  leg  of  his 
round  the  world  trip.  Without  an  author's  name,  eafch4imerick  occupies  six 
(five  plus  a  blank  line)  lines  so  I  can  get  about^  limericks  times  two  =  T8 
limericks  per  page. 

And  yes,  I  am  ready  for  more  manuscript . . .  [nice  crisp  manuscript]. 

I  don't  think  I  told  you  that  Michael  Polo,  the  guy  who  sent  in  OK  limericks 
and  sexy  art  work  (mostly  nudes)  poured  gasoline  all  over  himself  and  lit  it  off. 
I've  heard  that  that's  what  too  many  limericks  will  do  to  a  person  -  and  then 
you  go  blind  ... 

I  am  enclosing  copies  of  the  bibliography  &  source  pages  from  TL  and  TNL 
with  the  books  I  DO  NOT  HAVE  highlighted  in  yellow. 

Cliff  Scheiner  &  I  have  been  trying  to  back  track  The  ''Wred^'J^A^Jiopy  has 
no  title  page,  but  other  than  that  seems  to  be  identical  to^qj?/ Do  you  know 
anything  about  its  history?  And  whether  it  and  Reno  Wrecks  are  really  one 
ana  the  same,  or  whatever? 


Yours, 


/ 


75  MoT  &  VaTAP 
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